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Joe  College  says: 


"Black  crew  neck 
sweaters  stand 
the  closest  in- 
spection." 


"Look  at  your 
hat.  Everyone 
else  does." 


'So.\  appeal." 


"A  tie  that's  hot. 

A  tie  that's  neat, 

From   our 

selection — 

Is  hard  to  beat." 


"The  shirt  with 
the  larger  point- 
ed collar  is  cor- 
rect." 


MacFARLAND^S 

INCORPORATED 

Church  &  Sherman 
Spring     Clothes     Now     Being     Displayed 
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visit  the  cIub-house3 


Camel  attracts  the  quality  smoker 


CAREFUL  observation  will  reveal 
that  men  of  quality  demand  quality 
in  a  cigarette — smoke  Camels.  A 
Camel  smoker  goes  straight  to  the 
point  in  cigarettes  and  demands 
enjoyment. 

For  there  are  no  better  tobaccos 
or  blending  than  you  get  in  Camels. 
There  is  no  other  cigarette  taste 
and  fragrance  that  can  compare 
with  Camels,  because  they  are 
rolled  of  the  choicest  Turkish  and 
R.    J.    REYNOLDS    TOBACCO     CO 


Domestic  tobaccos  grown.  In  a  ciga- 
rette,as  in  the  smoker, there  is  noth- 
ing that  can  substitute  for  quality. 
If  you  want  to  know  what  ex- 
perienced  smokers  like,  just  try 
Camels.  Each  year  new  millions  try 
them  all  and  find  in  Camels  enjoy- 
ment realized.  Camels  never  tire 
the  taste.  To  test  the  quality  of 
Camels,  compare  them  with  any 
cigarette  made  regardless  of  price. 
"Have  a  Camel!" 
MPANY,    WINSTON-SALEM,    N.  C. 
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Follow  My  Nose 

"Each  time  I  try  to  kiss  you 
Your  nose  gets  in  the  way.' 

"It  isn't  there  to  stop  you, 
It's  just  to  point  the  way." 


-Panther 


Hearts:    "And  what  did  they  do  with  the  girl  who 
was  shot  for  trumping  her  partner's  ace^" 

Trumps:    "1  hey  buried  her  with  simple  honours." 

— Chaparral 


According  to  a  Sociology  professor  both  sexes  may  be 
called  "he",  since  the  masculine  element  always  em- 
braces the  feminine.    Quite  logical. 

— Flamingo 

Frosh:    "I  want  to  ask  a  question  about  a  tragedy." 
English  Prof.:    "WelP" 
Frosh:    "What  is  my  mark^" 

— Medley 

Absent-Minded :  The  doctor  who  listened  to  a 
patient  tell  how  his  breathing  troubled  him,  and  then 
offeree^  to  gi\'e  him  something  to  stop  it. 

— Steven  s  Stone  Mill 

The  height  of  embarassment — two  eyes  meeting 
through  a  keyhole. 

—Va.  Reel 

Thumb   (hanging  up  penantsj :    How  do  you  keep 
from  smashing  your  finger  when  you  drive  those  tacks'* 
Tact:   Hold  the  hammer  with  both  hands. 

— Punch  Bou'l 

"Just  one?"  he  begged,  "just  one?" 
"No,  I  can't,"  she  refused. 
"Please,  just  one;  that's  all." 

"I'm  very  sorry,  but  there  isn't  a  seat  left  in  the 
theatre." 

— Punch  Bowl 

"By  the  bye,  Gunnysack,  what  did  old  Sir  Toby 
say  when  the  buffalo  devoured  his  little  boy  right  before 
his  eyes?" 

"Lor,  bless  me,  Bolyngreen,  if  he  didn't  stoically 
exclaim  'Good  bi-son'." 

— The  Gargoyle 

Old  Skinflint:  "Hey,  boy,  what's  this  you  were 
shouting?  'Great  Swindle — 60  Victims!'  I  can  see 
nothing  of  it  in  this  paper." 

Newsboy:    "Great  Swindle — 61  Victims!" 

— Mugivunip 


This  Great  Made -to -Measure 

Clothing  Sale 

is  drawing  thousands 

^2ttSuitS/or$|*il?? 
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l|Suit«n^l|Overcoat/£> 

Perfect -Fitting,  Custom -Made 
-OVERCOATS- 
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Ei\'ery  type  1  Shas^gry  burly 
warmth-without-weight  Over 
coats  for  stormy  weather: 
smart,  dressy  box  style  Over 
coats  with  velvet  collar.  Mel 
ton^  Worsted  Curls,  Nigger 
heads.  Royal  Bengal  Twists. 
Buckskin  Woolens,  Chinchilla 
Nubs,  and  other  splendid  fab 
rics  to  choose  from. 


THadei&ymalUmiwu 

Evanston  Royal  Branch  Store 

1641  Orrington  Avenue 

hihrary  Plaza  Building 
Open  Tuesday,  Thursday  and  Saturday  Evenings 


7-Day    Delivery    Schedule 
No     Disappointments 


"The  World's  Greatest  Clothes  Value" 
Made  Expressly  for  You  and  You  Only 

LOOK  FOR   THE  ROYAL  TIGER   SIGN   IN  YOUR    OWN    HOME   TOWN  I 
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Wnmrn'B  lE.vrhangp 

CAFETERIA 

1627  Chicago  Avenue 

Breakfast  6:45  to  8:30 
Lunch  11:15  to  1:30 
Dinner        5:15  to  7:30 


SAINT  LUKES  PARISH 

HINMAN  AVE.  &  LEE  ST. 
GEORGE   CRAIG   STEWART,  D.  D.— L.  H.  D. 

Daily  7:30  A.  M. 
Sundays  7:30-8:15-11-4:30 

The  Abbey  Church  of  Evanston 
All  Sittings  Free. 


"STANDS  OFF  POLICE  WITH  MILK  BOTTLE." 
Cowed  them,  so  to  speak. 

— Sun 

Phrenologist :  What  is  that  strange  looking  bump  on 
your  head? 

Gentleman  Being  Examined:  Well  you  see,  I  had 
water  on  the  brain  and  I  guess  it  must  have  come  to  a 
boil. 

— Hamilton  Royal  Gaboon 


He:  I'm  going  to  kiss  you  every  time  a  star  falls 
She  (ten  minutes  later) :  You  must  be  counting 
lightning  bugs. 

— Neh.  Aivgwan 

Aurora:   Mary  Bone  gets  wonderful  grades. 
Borealis:    Yes,    and    takes    headache   tablets   every 
night  of  her  life. 

Aurora:   Ah,  I  see —  Ad  astra  per  asperin! 

— Brown  Bull 

He  kissed  his  w  ife  on  the  door-step,  and  got  splinters 
in  his  lips. 

— Buccaneer 


Dine  at  the  Plaza 

An  endless  selection  of  the  very  best  things  to 
eat,  economical  prices  and  pleasant  surround- 
ings make  the  Plaza  the  ideal  place  to  eat. 

A  Few  Specials 

Fried  Milk  Fed  Chicken,  Country  Gravy. 

Corn  Fritters  and  Bacon    ....       50c 

Roast  Filet  of  Native  Beef,  Fresh  Mush- 
room Sauce,  Rissole  Potato  .     .     .       50c 

Roast    Special    Club    Steak,    Bordelaise 

Sauce 40c 

)  Green  Apple  Pie 15c 

Home  Made  y  Hot  or  Cold  Mince     Pie 18c 

)  Fresh  Pumpkin  Pie 15c 


LIBRARY  PLAZA 

CAFETERIA 

In  The  Library  Plaza  Hotel 
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A  Fiery  Story 

"Hello,  Hello!    Is  this  the  fire  department?" 
"Yes,  what  do  you  want^" 
"My  house  is  on  fire.   Come  at  once." 
"Have  you  tried  putting  water  on  it?" 
"Yes." 

"Wa-a-a-l,  if  you've  done  that  there  ain't  no  need  of     4 
us  comin'.    That's  all  we  could  do.  " 

— Sour  Owl 


Young  'un:    "Pardon  me,  this  must  be  the  wrong 
berth." 

Old  Maid   (sighing):    "How  you  boys  do  jump  at 
conclusions!" 

— Virginia  Reel 

Lady:    "Billy  Sunday  is  marvelous.    He  has  already      ^ 
converted  thousands  since  he  started  preaching." 

Gent:   "He  isn't  in  it  with  Henry  Ford.    He  shakes 
the  hell  out  of  millions  every  day." 

— Jack  0' Lantern 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  the  girl  timidly,  "would 
you  care  to  help  the  Working  Girls'  Home?" 

"Sure    thing,"    said    the    State    Street    ornament, 
briskly,  "Where  are  they?" 

— Gargoyle 
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DINE 

AND 

DANCE 

at      the 

Collegians'  Favorite  Cafe 

BEACH  VIEW 
GARDENS 

Wilson  at  Clarendon 

Special  Table  D'Hote 
Dinner  $1.00 

5  to  9  Week  Days 

No  Cover  Charge 
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T//E  FINCH  LEY  DINNER  JACKET  EMBRACES 
THE  EXACT  CHARM  AND  ELEGANCE  MOST 
SUITED     TO     THE    DESIRES     OF    THE    COLLEGIAN. 

SIXTY, FIVE     DOLLARS 

TAILORED-TO-MEASURE 

BOSOM  SHIRTS  BATWING  TIES  SILK  HALF  HOSE 

PATENT  PUMPS        JEWEL  SETS         OPERA  HATS 

BLACK  ALPINES         CHAMOIS  GLOVES 

SILK   HANDKERCHIEFS 


Fifth  Avenue  at  46th  Street,  New  York 
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FOR  more  than  three  generations  this  Company 
has  been  known  in  all  parts  of  the  Country  as 
one  of  the  leading  producers  of  good  printing.  We 
have  kept  pace  with  progress  in  producing  publi- 
cations, catalogs  and  general  commercial  printing 
in  black  and  colors — maintaining  an  organization 
always  at  your  service — and  when  you  deal  with 
us  you  deal  not  with  prosaic  Printers,  but  with 
a  Printing  House  which  has  in  its  employ  Experts 
in  Art  Work  and  Engraving,  in  Electrotyping, 
Printing  and  Book  Binding.  '--^ 


Marshall-Jackson  Company 

Color   and   Commercial   Printers 

24-26  SOUTH  Clark  Street 
state  6464 


Chicago 


Our  Manufacturing  Departments  are  located  at  213  Institute  Place,  at  Franklin  Street,  one  block  north 

of  Chicago  Avenue.    Our  Store  at  24-26  South  Clark  Street  is  one  of  the  foremost  of  its 

kind,  and  carries  a  complete  stock  of  everything  in  Stationery  and 

Office  Furniture. 
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"...and  They  Lived  Happily  Ever  Afterward" 

They  were  dri\'ing  home.  The  night  was  black,  the 
road  unfrequented  and  it  was  past  two  o'clock.  Sud- 
denly the  motor  gave  some  convulsive  sobs  and  the  car 
stopped.  The  young  man,  visibly  embarrassed,  made  an 
earnest  effort  to  start  the  engine,  but  failed.  After  get- 
ting out  and  looking  over  the  engine  he  turned  to  the 
girl  and  said: 

"This  is  most  unfortunate.  The  gasoline  tank  seems 
to  be  full  of  water  and  we  can't  move  a  foot.  " 

The  girl  was  far  less  perturbed.   She  said: 

"Come  on  inside  and  stop  looking  worried.  This  has 
happened  to  me  before.  All  we  have  to  do  is  to  sit  in 
the  back  seat  for  about  an  hour  and  the  water  turns 
right  back  into  gasoline." 

— Phoenix 

'^^^ 

It  is  better  to  go  to  school  and  flunk  than  never  to 
have  slept  at  all. 

— Beanpot 

That  girl  has  debutante  teeth. 
How's  that!' 
Coming  out. 

— Carolina  Buccaneer 

Many  an  accident  has  occurred  because  the  man  at 
the  wheel  refused  to  release  his  clutch. 

— Boston  BeanJDOt 

"How's  that  girl  you  had  up  to  the  house  party?" 
"Wiser." 

— The  Lehigh  Burr 

He:    "Well,  1  passed  Math  at  last!" 

She:    "Honestly?" 

He:    "What  difference  does  that  make?" 

— Ski-u-mah 

The  most  pathetic  figure  is  the  football  player  who, 
after  a  virile  summer,  can  not  break  himself  of  the 
habit  of  holding. 

— Phoenix 

Definition:  "Concentration  is  a  person's  ability  to 
keep  his  eves  on  the  cards  in  a  strip  poker  game." 

—Widow 

"Does  this  skirt  make  me  look  shorter^" 
"Yes,  but  it  makes  me  look  longer." 
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Diner:    "My  bill,  waiter." 
Waiter:    "What  did  you  have?" 
Diner:    "I  don't  know." 
Waiter:    "Hash  is  forty  cents." 


— Chanticleer 


-Judge 


MEN'S 

Stratford  Suits 


America's 
Finest  Clothes 

The  $50,  $55  and 

$60  Models  in  a 

Sale  at 


$43. 


50 


Rosenberg^s 

DAVIS  STREET  -  DOWNTOWN  EVANSTON 


oAfter  Inventory 
CLEARANCE 


Cloth  and  Silk  DRESSES  for  immediate 
disposal,  now  $7«95  and  $14*50 

Reductions  to  50'  <  on  our  entire  stock 
of  smart  and  seasonable  FROCKS,  for 
every  occasion. 

Spring  and  southern  styles  coming  daily 

A  few  warm  utility  COATS  reduced 

to  $14.75 

Other  super  values  in  coats  from  Hart, 

Schaffner  &  Marks  as  low  as       $29*75 


INC 


1606  Chicago  Ave.  At  Davis  St. 

EVANSTON 
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ART  CORNERS:  pace 

Engel  Manufacturing  Company 33 

CAFES: 

Beach  View  Gardens 5 

Chambers 9 

Hew's  Waffle  Grill 40 

Mme.  Maffei 8 

CAFETERIAS : 

Library  Plaza 4 

North  Shore  Coffee  Shop 32 

Women's  Exchange 4 

CHURCH: 

St.  Luke's 4 

CONFECTIONERS: 

Stephen  F.  Whitman  &  Son 31 

DEPARTMENT  STORE: 

Rosenberg's 7 

ELECTRIC: 

General  Electric  Company 10 

Western  Electric  Company 35 

ENGRAVERS: 

Jahn  &  Oilier 39 

FLORISTS: 

Fischer  Brothers 34 

London's  Flower  Shop 40 


MEN'S  CLOTHING:  pace 

Cluett,  Peabody  &  Company Back  Cover 

E.  S.  Ehmen 9 

Finchley 5 

MacFarland's 5 

Rexford  &  Kelder Inside  Back  Cover 

Royal  Tailors 3 

OPTICIANS: 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 34 

Hattstrom  &  Sanders 33 

PHOTOGRAPHER : 

Joseph  D.  Toloff 40 

PRINTERS: 

Marshall- Jackson  Co. 6 

PUBLICATIONS: 

College  Humor            37 

Nast  Publications,  Vanity  Fair 38 

SHOES: 

H.  A.  Meyer  Shoe  Company 33 

STATIONERY: 

Chandler's 32 

TOBACCO : 

Camel  Cigarettes 2 

Half  &  Half Inside  Front  Cover 

Prince  Albert 36 

WOMEN'S  CLOTHING: 

Lewis,  Inc 7 


o 

w 

♦ 

QUICK 
SERVICE 

Convenient?  Remarkably  Sol 

AND  THERE'S  NOTHING  IN  TOWN  LIKE  IT  FOR  TASTY, 
WELL-PREPARED  FOOD 

To     Make     Group     Reservations     Phone    Greenleaf    709 

Cafe  Madame  Mafffi 

FRENCH 
CUISINE 

♦ 

Library  Place  at  Orrington  Avenue 

i 
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AMAZING,  IF  TRUE 

Visitor    (at    fraternity) :    You    boys    must    have    a 
lovely  time  here  all  together. 

Brother:   Ya-a-a-s.    Just  like  a  great  big  congenial 
poor  farm. 

—Pu[}pet 


A  town  may  be  noted  for  its  beautiful  women,  but 
it's  the  ice-man  who  knows  the  truth. 

Husband:  "Knowest  thou  how  to  bringge  uppe  thy 
childe^" 

Wife:    "Certainly,  sluggarde." 

Husband:  "Then  snappe  to.  Thy  childe  is  at  the 
bottom  of  yon  cistern." 

— Panther 

"Now,  Freshmen,"  said  the  Dean  in  his  first  talk  to 
the  class  of  '30,  "you  are  on  the  first  rung  of  the  ladder 
of  your  college  career,  you  all  are  aware  that  we  must 
all  begin  at  the  bottom  of  the  ladder  and  advance 
slowly — " 

And  then  a  shrill  voice  from  the  back  row  piped  up, 
"What,  no  elevators?" 

— Punch  Bowl 

"Darling,"  he  cried,  falling  on  his  knees  and  covering 
her  little  white  hands  with  kisses,  "can't  you  see  that 
I  love  you?" 

She  drew  herself  up  to  her  full  height.  "Wei',''  she 
said,  "  I  should  hate  to  think  this  was  just  your  way  of 
behaving  in  company.  " 

— Lampoon 

Salesman  (enthusiastically) :    I  should    like    to    put 
Holeproof  hosiery  on  every  woman  in  the  country. 
"Oh  you  would,  would  you." 

— Kentucky  Satyr 

"She's  a  third  rail." 

"Third  raiH" 

"Yes,  she  can't  be  touched." 

The  teacher  was  in  none  too  pleasant  mood.  "Jones," 
he  roared,  "why  were  you  absent  yesterday^"  And  the 
reply  was:  "Please,  sir,  I  went  to  my  brother's  wed- 
ding." 

"And  whom  did  he  marry?" 

"A  woman,  sir." 

"Idiot!"  yelled  the  teacher,  "did  you  ever  hear  of 
any  one  marrying  a  man?" 

"Yes,  sir;  my  sister."  — Bison 

"  I  just  caught  a  fellow  going  through  my  pockets." 

"What  did  you  say  to  him." 

"What  could  I  say?   He  was  a  stranger  to  me." 

— Orange  Owl 


THE 


New 
Ideas 


FOR    SPRING 


CLOTHING 

FURNISHINGS 

HATS  AND  CAPS 


E.S.Ehmen 

STUDIO  BUILDING 

One-Half  Block  North  of  P.  O.  University  2021 


Chambers 
Cafe 

QUALITY  MEALS 
PROPERLY  SERVED 


Between 

the  Post  O^ce 

and  the 

City  Hall 

1618 
SHERMAN 

AVENUE 

EVANSTON 
ILLINOIS 
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*'The  fact  is,  that  civili- 
zation requires  slaves. 
The  Greeks  were  quite 
right  there.  Unless  there 
are  slaves  to  do  the  ugly, 
horrible,  uninterestin 
work,  culture  and  con- 
templation become  almost 
impossible.  Human 
slavery  is  wrong,  inse- 
cure, and  demoralizing. 
On  mechanical  slavery, 
on  the  slavery  of  the 
machine,  the  future  of 
the  world  depends." 

Oscar  Wilde 


SLAVES 


You  will  find  this  mono- 
gram on  all  kinds  of 
electrical  machinery.  To 
insure  quality,  ask  for  it 
on  equipment  when  you 
buy  for  factory,  office, 
or  home. 


A  series  of  G-E  advertise- 
ments showing  what 
electricity  is  doing  in 
many  fields  will  be  sent 
on  request.  Ask  for  book- 
let GEK-18. 


In  a  quarter-century  the  General  Electric 
Company  has  produced  electric  motors  having 
a  total  of  more  than  350,000,000  man-power. 
Electric  light,  heat,  and  transportation  have  also 
contributed  their  part  to  the  freeing  of  men.  These 
are  America's  slaves.  Through  their  service 
American  workers  do  more,  earn  more,  and 
produce  quality  goods  at  lower  cost  than  any- 
where else  in  the  world. 

The  college-trained  man  is  the  first  to  grasp 
these  facts  which  raise  man  from  a  mere  source 
of  physical  power  to  be  a  director  of  power, 
thus  realizing  the  true  economic  value  of  the 
human  mind. 


201-57DH 

GENERAL  ELECTRIC 


GENERAL  ELECTRIC  COMPANY 


SCHENECTADY 


NEW        YORK 
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IT'S  A  GREY  LIFE  IF  YOU  DON'T  WEEK-END 


NOTHING  ODD  ABOUT  THIS 


Volume  Ml. 
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THE    ODD    STORY    OF    OSCAR    AHSKERSTYNE 

Bv  Blair  A.  Wallise 


When  Oscar  Ahskerstyne  flunked  out  of  high  school, 
he  at  once  came  to  Westnorthern  University.  He 
flunked  all  the  entrance  exams,  but  as  he  didn't  have  a 
diploma,  they  let  him  in.  Because  he  was  so  poor  and 
dumb,  the  Tau  Ow's  took  pity  on  him,  and  pledged  him. 

College  didn't  do  him  a  bit  of  good.  He  got  straight 
A  in  all  his  subjects,  but  he  couldn't  even  make  the 
fifth  frosh  football  team.  As  time  went  on,  it  became 
more  ane  more  evident  what  a  failure  he  was.  He  made 
Freshman  Honors,  but  couldn't  even  make  a  Kappa 
pledge  from  Oscaloosa. 

Then  came  the  summer  and  he  met  Laura.  When 
school  began  once  more,  he  was  a  changed  man.  He 
never  cracked  a  book  again,  but  he  made  the  football 
team. 

When  basketball  came  around,  although  he  had 
never  even  played  the  game  before,  he  made  the  team 
the  first  day.  His  motto  was,  "Always  win  as  fairly  and 
squarely  as  possible,  but  always  win." 

He  was  more  than  a  hit.  He  was  a  perfect  home-run. 
He  got  engaged  to  three  different  Thetas  at  once  (try 
that  on  your  piccolo  some  time),  but  he  was  ever  faith- 
ful to  Laura.  He  was  the  shining  light  of  the  team  in 
every  game,  and  remained  lit  up  most  of  the  rest  of  the 
time  as  well. 

Of  course,  there  were  times  when  he  wanted  to  get 
to  bed  early  or  study  or  something,  but  the  coach  did 
not  look  with  favor  upon  such  practice.  It  was  his  idea 
that  the  more  the  fellows  went  out  and  had  a  good  time, 
the  better  spirit  they  were  in  for  playing.  He  didn't 
believe  in  studying,  because  he  thought  it  took  the 
boys'  minds  off  the  finer  things  in  life.  "Eat,  drink, 
and  be  merry,"  as  he  neatly  phrased  it,  were  the  best 
training  rules. 


Finally  came  the  night  of  the  big  game  with  the 
U.  of  X.  for  the  championship  of  the  United  States, 
Europe,  and  Oak  Park.  U.  of  X.  were  top-heavy 
favorites,  that  is,  they  had  swelled  heads.  But  West- 
northern,  as  Oscar  cleverly  remarked,  was  out  "to  do 
or  die." 

He  had  staked  his  all  on  the  game,  having  wagered 
every  possession  he  owned  on  the  team,  so  that  he 
could  do  nothing  but  win,  except  lose. 

Just  before  the  game,  Laura  came  running  up  to  him. 
"Oh  Oscar,"  said  she,  "papa  says  that  if  the  U.  of  X. 
wins,  I  shall  have  to  marry  that  rich  Rum'ey  Chol- 
mondely,  the  captain  of  their  team,  and  I  hate  him. 
Oh,  you  must  win  for  me,  Oscar." 

With  this  plea  in  his  ears,  Oscar  sat  on  the  sidelines 
during  the  whole  first  half.  The  coach  was  saving  him. 
In  the  middle  of  the  second  half,  with  U.  of  X.  leading, 
31-30,  the  coach  turned  quietly  to  Oscar  and  told  him 
to  get  ready. 

Just  at  this  moment,  a  messenger  rushed  up  to  the 
coach,  "A  note  from  the  Dean,"  he  said. 

"Tell  him  no,"  murmured  the  coach  absently,  "I 
still  ha\e  a  couple  of  bottles  left  from  that  last  case." 

The  messenger  thrust  the  message  into  his  hand, 
however,  and  at  length  he  tore  it  open.  At  once  he 
turned  white  with  terror,  red  with  rage,  and  finally 
settled  into  a  dull  blue.  He  handed  the  message  to 
Oscar. 

It  said,  "Oscar  Ahskerstyne  has  flunkedout  of  school. 

The  game  was  lost.  Oscar  was  ruined.  He  went  to 
New  York  and  got  a  job  as  a  bootlegger.  Two  years 
later,  he  married  a  Follies  girl,  and  donated  $500,000 
to  his  old  alma  mater. 


m^ 
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Some  measure  fame  by  money  bags 

And  others  by  a  deed, 
Yet  some  will  trade  success  for  jags 

And  others  bank  on  creed. 


But  I,  if  1  were  to  be  great, 
Would  count  myself  but  mean 

If  I  weren't  written  up  in  some 
Confession  Magazine. 
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WHAT  TO  CALL  IT? 

Together  they  entered  the  magnificenc  hall.  Tall 
marble  pillars  stretched  upward  on  all  sides  toward 
myriads  of  tiny  crystal  lights.  Huge  diamond-like 
chandeliers  sparkled  and  glittered,  while  from  a  high 
balcony  came  the  tinkling  of  hidden  music.  Up  the 
marble  steps  they  strode  on  a  carpet  so  soft,  it  came 
above  their  shoes.  Liveried  attendants  bowed  formally 
on  all  sides.  As  they  entered  the  next  room,  the 
frescoed  walls  gleamed  upon  them  in  dazzling  beauty. 
Marble  statuary  of  the  old  masters  was  luxuriantly 
scattered  about.  Brilliant  tapestries  and  oil  paintings 
adorned  the  walls.  It  was  fairly  breath-taking  in  its 
splendor.  And  to  think  that  he  was  taking  her,  a  poor 
working  girl,  into  all  this.  She  turned  to  him  expect- 
antly. 

"Gosh,"  she  said,  "I  sure  hope  they  have  a  good 
show  tonight." 


■I   LOVE  YOU  .AS  NO  ONE  H.AS  EVER  LO\ED  ">OU  BEFORE!' 
"WELL,  I  DON'T  SEE  AN">'  DIFFERENCE." 


■3.\B3i  .teoi  no.\  ssjnoD  JO   :  Sui-] 

t§UIS  01  3.\B3[  3.\BL(   J   .tej,^T     :  B§Ul  J^ 


OD"S  BODKINS 

'Tuas  an  autumn  day  in  early  spring, 
The  bright  pink  cows  were  on  the  wing. 
The  bald-headed  men  slicked  back  their  hair, 
The  day  that  night  was  stormy  and  fair. 
With  shouts,  the  deaf  mutes  heard  the  news, 
"The  North  Pole's  found  in  Vera  Cruz!" 
The  empty  streets  were  jammed  with  people. 
While  earthworms  danced  on  each  high  steeple. 
The  barefoot  boys  wore  brown  black  shoes 
And  starving  tramps  drank  Charlotte  ruse. 
{Perhaps  for  this  poem  you  can't  see  the  place. 
Well,  neither  can  we — but  it  helps  fill  up  space.) 


PESTS 

The  man  who  offers  to  pick  you  up  if  you'll  come  there. 

The  person  who  yells  "Watch  out"  when  the  brick  has 
already  landed. 

The  man  who  says  "I  told  you  so." 

Any  frosh  of  the  masculine  persuasion. 

Any  coed  without  feminine  persuasion  {The  Grand  Old 
U.  S.  A.) 

Your  girl's  other  fellow. 

The  prof  u'ho  forgets  and  can't  answer  a  single  question 
on  exam. 

The  census  taker. 

The  breath  taker  {That  insid.  thing,  garlic.) 

The  undertaker  ivho  drops  in  to  cheer  you  up  when 
you're  sick. 

A  conscientious  chaperone. 

The  man  who  carries  sweet  essence  of  corn  tassel  on 
his  breath  and  won't  make  you  an  offer. 

The  man  who  stands  in  the  doonvay  of  a  street  car  and 
fumbles  in  his  pocket  for  a  coin  while  you  stand  in  the 
rain  and  have  your  flowers  watered. 

Anybody Everybody! 


A  hint  to  aid  you  with  a  Queen  if  she  comes  to 
Chicago  again: 

Question:  I  always  blush  when  I'm  embarrassed. 
How  will  I  laugh  it  off  if  I  blush  before  the  Queen? 

Ansu'er:  Just  say,  "Hey,  Hey,  Queen,  did  you  see 
my  royal  flush?" 


SAM:    I  SEE  IN  THE  PAPER  THEY  JUST  ACQUITTED  A  MAN 
FOR  A  SERIOUS  OFFENSE. 
HILL:   WHAT  DID  HE  DO? 
SAM:   HE  PUT  LOCKJAW  GERMS  IN  HIS  WIFE'S  COFFEE. 
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p^lQIRtll^lWtiE/TlEIQIN  f^illPPILIF  pAIKIQOT 


■'WHAT  DID  ^OU    IHINK  OF  THE  ARCHIVES  IN  PARIS?' 
"I  DIDN'T  EAT  AN^'  WHILE   I   WAS  THERE.    THE^'  ALWA'iS 
MAKE  ME  SICK." 


^'^g^ 


INSECTICIDE 

She  was  a  blind  date.  They  had  gone  to  the  game  to- 
gether in  the  afternoon,  and  she  had  astonished  him  by 
her  intelligent  knowledge  of  football.  She  could  name 
every  play  and  assign  reasons  for  every  penalty.  Be- 
tween halves,  she  had  shown  a  well-grounded  knowl- 
edge of  the  principles  of  military  science  and  forma- 
tions while  the  parading  was  going  on.  Speeding  from 
the  game  to  her  home  for  supper,  she  had  proved  her- 
self an  excellent  driver,  and  talked  interestingly  on  any 
subject  he  brought  up,  as  well  as  thrilling  him  with  her 
brilliant  repartee.  She  confessed  that  she  had  helped 
with  the  supper,  and  it  was  delicious.  When  he  came 
to  call  again  later  in  the  evening,  she  was  ready  to  leave 
at  once,  and  the  taxi  meter  showed  no  extras  for  wait- 
ing. On  the  way  to  the  dance,  she  had  him  talking 
about  himself  all  of  the  time,  and  he  was  intrigued.  She 
was  a  marvelous  dancer,  and  asserted  that  she  liked  to 
skate,  play  tennis  and  golf,  and  swim.  After  the  dance 
he  found  that  her  appetite  was  not  extravagant,  she 
was  not  averse  to  a  little  roughing,  and  liked  his  gin. 
He  perceived  above  all  that  she  was  ravishingly  beauti- 
ful. At  last  she  assured  him  that  he  was  the  only  man 
she  had  ever  loved.  Dramatically,  he  proferred  her  his 
pin.  With  a  little  gurgle  of  delight,  she  seized  it,  and 
turning  back  her  coat  collar,  pinned  it  there — along 
with  fourteen  assorted  others. 

Well,  he  didn't  have  a  gun,  so  he  strangled  her.  You 

couldn't  really  blame  him.  „    a    iv/ 

•^  — B.  A.  W. 


ODDITIES  TO  SAY  THE  LEAST 

W.  C.  T.  U.  President  dropping  a  hip  Jlask. 

The  Chemistry  building  without  that  insidious  some- 
thing. 

U.  H.  Steps  free  from  co-eds. 

No  cigarette  stubs  at  U.  H.  gate. 

Resuming  of  chapel  services  at  request  of  student  body- 
Alpha  Phi  chumming  with  a  Kappa. 

Prof,  refusing  to  flunk  a  student  because  he  was  an 
athlete. 

A  Phi  Bete  getting  F. 

Quiet  rules  being  enforced  at  library. 

An  original  Joke  on  Acorns. 


There  was  a  rather  odd  shooting  accident  in  one  of 
the  fraternity  houses  on  campus  last  week.  Sam  Sapp 
was  cleaning  out  a  rifle  of  his.  In  fun,  he  pointed  it  at 
his  room-mate,  and  accidentally  pulled  the  trigger.  He 
didn't  think  it  was  loaded.  It  wasn't.  No  one  was 
hurt.   Odd,  wasn't  it? 


'MA^■   I   HOLD  ^OL'R  PALM.  OLI\L? 
"NOT  ON  -iOUR  LIFE,  BUOY." 
"THEN  I'M  OUT  OF  LUX?" 
"YOU  SURE  ARE.     IVORY  FORMED." 


The  witness  for  the  defense  had  been  long  and  earn- 
estly impressed  with  the  necessity  of  telling  the  truth, 
the  whole  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth  while  on 
the  stand.  It  was  with  much  fear  and  anxiety  that  he 
at  last  faced  the  lawyer  for  the  prosecution. 

"And  now,"  said  the  barrister,  impressively,  "did 
you  see  this  man  come  through  the  door^" 

The  witness  considered  the  question  carefully.  At 
last  he  replied  slowly,  "Well,  no  sir.  He  didn't  come 
through  the  door,  but  I  believe  he  came  in  the  doorway." 


"Say   that   fellow  over  there   looks  just   like   your 
brother." 

"Sure,  he's  my  sister." 
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30--(-    I'M       STILL    R-ATiMG    A   "D" 
0>JT^  "MOSIEW   AND    ©AKKINC>" 
GOSH  -  I     CAIM'T     F^LVNk;       THAT 
COURSE  — 


'NEH,  SMITT^-  VJKIVT'h,     IOO?" 
"EITHER.     DEOV^JM    NOVJK.     P(50F 
OR.      SIXJH    HUM     A     LIME" 


««,e6  -  I  TR.\eD    TO     OIL  HirM  But 
\    Guess    He     werAT  to    School 

HlMSeUF-    KS     LAST     HOPE     IS 


"WELL    TWIS      F\N\SHES     MM 
NiOTeBOOK   -      HOPE     I     GET 
A        "c"       IM        IT   ." 


■  HEK  —     This        UiST        •SHOWS 
I     (5.ATe       A     "  O-  "    IIM     TH' 

couR.se  / 


eOM    -    I'M       SO      SICK     OF 
■3TOONIM&     THAT        FeOERAU 
RESE-feUe      ACT    -   ETC.,  ETC. 


■TO  SAORROVJ      IS      T^^B     e^AM- 
AMD       I     CAM'T       '^.UBBP  -- 


HERe        I       AM,       —       HOPS 

1      HIT      IT      HARC>  -    HAFT/^' 
\F      I     UJA,MTA'       PASQ 


BOS      THAT       VaJAS      TOO&H- 
\      G3Ue.S?>     \    SOT      T     OM     THF 
FIRS.T,    t.    ONI    THE     SeeOMD  

xy/9fVlX(NVet    ONV    K3rMOW„   Ni      ..a^ 

V   ioo    3H  —  "tiaacMom    orM>, 

—  Cl3_i,INIt/c3     3H    -d13H, 


BILL 

FeTRiDte 


HEVC  —  THAT  ONsLN  Q.lue'S 
ME  i^H  ~  1  FLUMK^D  —  OH 
\jJHAt'lU      TWe     FOUCS      SAV 


LETTER.      FOR.    ^OU  -  " 
"JEST      A     Feu  MR     NOTlCe     IW 
HOWEM     AMD     BAMK\MG> — " 
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^jOlRllWt:E/TlEIDr\'  I^'ICIPILIE"  pjBBQJ 


TWILIGHT    WITH    THE    OOPS 

Bv  Francis  Martin 


To  those  who  have  enjoyed  the  turbulency  of  family 
life  for  the  better  part  of  their  younger  years,  and  who 
have  grown  hardened  thereby,  the  verbal  battle  now 
raging  between  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Henry  Oop  will  seem 
commonplace  enough,  not  to  say  boring.  Petty 
domesticity  (sad  cognomen  which  necking  inherits 
after  the  preacher  says  Amen)  always  is,  if,  however, 
one  wishes  to  inquire  further  into  our  scene,  one  w  ill 
find  the  happy  pair  reposfng  easily  enough  in  parallel 
beds  (or,  as  a  more  gifted  contributor  has  phrased  it, 
one  leap  apart),  with  every  obvious  reason  to  be 
contented.  Like  most  humans  who  ought  to  be  con- 
tented, they  aren't.  Indeed,  a  grisly  bone  of  contention 
has  arisen  between  them,  namely,  who  got  in  bed  last. 

"Oh,  I  know  you  think  I'm  a  liar.  You  don't  need 
to  tell  me  that,  my  dear  Mr.  Oop.  ^'our  attitude  ever 
since  the  third  day  of  our  nefarious  nuptials'd  be 
enough  to  bear  me  out  there" — ^'es,  it  is  Mrs.  Henry 
Oop  herself  who  has  possession  of  the  rostra — "but 
why  you  need  to — ".  , 

"Who  said  I  needed  to^  I  merely  stated  a  fact,  ^'ou 
know  as  well  as  I — ". 

" — lie  about  a  little  thing" — No,  Mrs.  Oop  has  not 
lingered  a  moment  in  her  verbal  avalanche — "like  who 
got  in  bed  last  is  beyond  me,  just  like  everything  else 
you  do  is  beyond  me." 

"Yeh,  there  you  go  again,  off  on  a  tangent.  Women 
never  could  keep  on  the  point  anyway."  Hank  edges 
in.    "Heh.  heh,  Schopenhauer  was  right.' 

"I  don't  know  who  this  Schopenhauer  is,  hut  I'll 
tell  you  right  now  that  you've  got  to  stop  associating 
with  him  immediately,  and  if  I  ever  get  my  hands  on 
him  he  won't  be  fit  to  associate  with  anybody,  and — ". 

"My  dear,  while  I  must  admit  the  truth  of  your  last 
proposition,  it  pains  me  not  a  little  to  tell  you  that  the 
eminent  gentleman  is  quite  beyond  the  reach  of  your 
endearments.  All  of  which  doesn't  go  to  disprove  that 
I  was  the  first  one  to  hop  in  bed." 

"Now  Hank,  forget  you're  my  husband  for  a  minute 
and  be  reasonable." 

"Ah,  yes,  how  well  I  realize  that  I  can  never  be 
reasonable  and  still  think  why  I  married  you." 

"And  did  you  let  fall  some  crack  a  while  ago  about 
women  flying  oft  on  tangents^    Hmmf!" 


"Go  on,  go  on,  say  what  yuh  started  ten  seconds  ago." 

"Well — be  reasonable  and  admit  that  I  came  up 
here  ten  minutes  before  you  did,  stirring  the  mash 
good-night.  Now  tell  me  that  with  ten  minutes  to  lead 
I  couldn't  beat  you  in  bed  and  I'll  tell  you  another." 

"My  dear,  did  you  ever  consider  that  I  can  fall  out 
of  my  pants  about  five  times  as  fast  as  you  can^ 
^ "don't  catch  a  man  w  ith  a  lotta  trick  doo-dads  and 
shoulder  straps  to  keep  him  out  in  the  cold  any  long- 
er'n's  necessary.  Of  course  I  realize  that  you  women 
wear  so  little  that  it  might  seem  that  you  could  un- 
wrap in  a  jifty,  but  it  ain't  so!" 

"Brute,  what  d'ye  want  me  to  wear,  a  guinea  sack? 
Boo-hoo-hoo,  to  think  that  any  husband  of  mine  wou'd 
talk  like  that  to  me — ". 

"Where  d'ye  get  that  'any'  stuff — say,  what  number 
am  I^" 

"Don't  attempt  to  be  humorous,  Mr.  Oop.  You  can 
bet  your  sweet  life  that  if  I'd  ever  been  married  before 
I  met  you,  I'd  had  brains  enough  not  to  commit  myself 
to  the  pen  a  second  stretch!" 

"Jes  'e  same,  I  got  in  bed  first."  Hank  ignores  the 
last  fast  one. 

"Say,  do  you  want  your  own  little  wife  to  freeze 
turning  out  that  electric  light^  You're  afine  husband." 

"What — 1  what  'electric  light'?" 

"Oh,  the  one  on  the  statue  of  liberty  of  course.  You 
know  well  enough  what  I  mean.  You  know  well  enough 
that  the  last  one  in  bed  turns  off  the  light  and  you're 
just  sneaky  enough  (sniff,  sniff)  to  make  out  I  was  last. 
A  lot  you  care  for  your  wife.  You  don't  deserve  to 
have  one."  This  last  outburst  of  Mrs.  Oop  is  typical 
of  the  stupefying  conceit  of  womankind.  As  if  any  man 
is  so  undeserving  as  to  have  a  wife  on  his  hands! 

"Now  whythell,  whathell,  whothell,  who  said  any- 
thing about  not  turning  off  the  light —  Whynthadevil 
didn't  you  say  that's  what  you  wanted  in  the  first 
place!"" 

Mr.  Oop  leaps  out  into  the  frigid  ozone  and  switches 
off  the  light,  not  failing  to  bark  his  shins  severely  on 
thewayback.  Hedoesn'tswearaloud.  Back  in  bed  again. 

"G'nigh',  dear.  " 

"G'nigh'." 

It  is  of  such  stuff  that  dreams  are  made. 
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THE  UPS  AND  DOWNS  OF  COLLEGE  LIFE 


THERE'S  a  bachelor  girl  walking  about  the  campus 
these  days,  she  says  she's  going  after  a  bachelor's 
degree.  Bachelors,  hold  on  to  your  degrees. 

Her  motto  is  "Don't  give  up  the  ship — especially  if  it 
be  a  court-ship." 

She  says  she's  just  an  old  fashioned  girl.  If  she's  a 
girl,  Methuseleh  still  wears  his  green  cap. 

She  has  had  sixteen  birthdays.  She  uas  born  on  the 
tiventy-ninth  day  of  February. 

Every  night  she  says  her  prayers.  To  keep  the 
burglars  away^    No,  to  bring  'em  in. 

The  closest  she  ever  came  to  being  proposed  to  was 
when  a  man  asked  her  if  she'd  like  a  beautiful  home  in 
the  suburbs.    He  was  selling  real  estate. 

Last  year  she  spent  her  vacation  on  the  Isle  of  Man. 
She's  still  eligible  to  spend  her  vacations  on  the  Virgin 
Islands. 

When  she  came  down  on  the  beach  in  her  bathing 
suit  she  conquered  all  the  men.  Captured  their  hearts  ■ 
No,  scared  them  to  death. 

But  this  is  ivinter.  Yesterday  while  ice  skating  she  fell 
down.  \'o  one  helped  her.  No,  she  simply  couldn't  be 
picked  up. 

She  tried  to  make  warm  acquaintances  with  the  boys. 
But  the  boys  wanted  hot  acquaintances.  It's  a  cold, 
cold,  world! 

She  has  a  one  track  mind  and  an  elevated  station,  but 
where  oh  where  is  the  tie  that  bindsi 

She  had  her  picture  placed  in  a  matrimonial  agency 
magazine.  A  few  ddys  later  she  received  a  hundred 
letters — advertisements  for  beautifiers  and  rejuvinat- 
ors. 

[  Continued  on  page  thirty-two 
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Editor:   Here  you  ride  the  street  cars  an  hour  a  day. 
Surely  you  have  time  to  think  of  something  funny. 
Student  on  staff:    I  do  think  of  funny  things. 
Editor:   Then,  where  are  your  ideas? 
Student  on  Staff:    I  can't  think  of  what  I  thought 


If  a  poor  man  does  anything  unconventional  or 
different  people  say  that  he's  nuts  and  should  belong 
in  a  bug  house  but  lee  a  rich  guy  do  the  same  thing  and 
people  call  it  oddness  or  even  originality. 


Johnnie:   How  old  are  you  Jenny? 
Jenn>':    I've  seen  thirty-two  summers. 
Johnnie:    Don't  exaggerate. 

Jenny:  I'm  not  exaggerating.  Sixteen  of  those  sum- 
mers were  Indian  summers. 

-«- 

He  was  a  college  man.  During  the  Christmas  vaca- 
tion, he  got  a  job  selling  women's  skates.  One  day  a 
friend  happened  in  and  watched  him  for  a  time. 

After  the  customer  had  left,  he  asked,  "Good  Lord, 
Jim,  but  I  should  think  you'd  get  tired  lacing  on  those 
high  skates." 

"Oh  no,"  was  the  answer,  "why  I  wouldn't  care  if 
they  were  twice  as  high." 
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A  GENTLEMAN  OF  SWISS  PERSUASION  WAS  IN  GREAT  PER- 
PLEXITY. HIS  DEADLIEST  ENEMY  WAS  PERCHED  JUST  FIVE 
PEAKS  AWAY— AND  IT  IS  IMPOSSIBLE  TO  SWEAR  AND  10DEL 
AT  THE  SAME  TIME. 

—  K— 

Geography  Teacher  (pointing  to  a  pennisula) :    Can 

anyone  tell  me  what  this  is? 

Izzy:  Sure,  That's  a  rubber  neck. 

Teacher:  A  rubber-neck? 

Izzy:  Yes,  a  neck  stretched  out  to  sea! 

— «- 

He  had  an  eye  for  music.    Yeah,  that's  why  he  was 

in  the  first  row. 

-K— 

The  coroner  brought  his  Ford  to  a  stop  in  front  of  the 
miserable  miner's  hovel,  and  walked  slowly  up  the 
cinder  path. 

"Maggie,"  he  said  reluctantly,  "there  was  a  big  cave- 
in  at  the  mine  and  your  Jim  had  his  head  crushed  in. 
He  never  knew  what  hit  him." 

Maggie  stood  apathetically  in  the  door  and  gazed  at 
him  dully  and  apparently  without  interest. 

"I  tell  you,  Maggie,  Jim  was  killed  in  an  accident 
at  the  mine!" 

Maggie's  expression  did  not  change. 

"Fer  Gawd's  sake,  Maggie,  say  something.  You 
ain't  even  excited  about  it!" 

"Why  should  I  be  excited?  It  was  only  a  miner 
accident." 
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WHAT  A  COED  THINKS  ABOUT 
DURING  AN  EX 

"Hmm,  let's  see,  characteristic  tendencies  of  Eliza- 
bethan poets.  Well,  I  could  say  that  they  w  rote  beauti- 
ful and  inspiring — no,  that  wouldn't  do  ...  I  wish  I 
did  have  some  inspiration  right  now  .  .  .  the  only  time 
I  feel  inspired  is  when  I'm  with  Ed  .  .  .  Gosh,  what  a 
party  that  was  last  night  .  .  .  wonder  if  Fay  had  a 
good  time  ...  I  must  run  over  and  return  that  pink 
slip  of  her's  .  .  .  Gee,  that  fella  she  was  with  was  an 
awful  puncture  .  .  .  not  many  fells  like  Ed  .  .  .  am  1 
sleepy!  .  .  .  guess  I  should  of  studied  more  .  .  .  I'll  sure 
flunk  this  ex  .  .  .  characteristic  tendencies  .  .  .  lemme 
see  .  .  .  good  grief,  what  do  they  expect  of  us,  anyway 
.  .  .  Oh  well.  I'm  glad  the  prof  is  open  to  reason  .  .  . 
if  I  sling  him  a  good  line  .... 

-a— 

"Did  your  brother  have  to  take  an  intelligence  test 
when  he  went  to  college^" 

'  Yes,  but  I  don't  think  it  did  him  a  bit  of  good.  He 
is  just  as  dumb  as  e\er." 

^  ou  may  not  think  that  you  are  much  of  a  carpenter 
but  how  about  the  times  you  bolt  your  food;  hammer 
your  point  home ;  hinge  an  argument ;  tack  your  course ; 
screw  up  your  courage;  mould  your  opinion;  cast  your 
\ote;  chop  your  words;  do  your  bit;  square  yourself; 
level  your  obstacles;  or  give  your  awl? 


QUESTION:   TELL  ME.  TELL  ME,  WH^l'  DO  THE  GIRLS  IN  THE 
HOUSE  OF  DAVID  ALL  WEAR  WRIST  WATCHES,  RODERICK? 

RESPONSE:    EGAD.    MICHAEL,    AND   "TIS   THAT   THEY   HAVE 
LOST  THEIR  BIG  BEN  1 
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Strange  things  are  happening.  Polly  is  innovating.  She  has  had  this  number,  she  has  had  that  number. 
She  now  has  an  odd  number.   Who  knows,  she  may  soon  have  a  humor  number. 

Our  pet  innovation  for  this  issue  is  our  theatre  page.  If  we  can  find  chorines  beautiful  enough  to  keep  up 
with  our  covers,  we  may  even  continue  this  practice.  In  case  the  photographs  submitted  are  not  of  sufficient 
beauty  we  shall  possibly  use  them  anyway,  but  as  cartoons.  In  short,  we  believe  in  new  things,  and  we  craves 
to  fill  space. 

For  our  ne.xt  issue,  we  have  fourteen  specialists  scouring  the  campus  and  its  environs  seeking  a  good  snappy 
short  story  for  Polly.  If  such  be  found,  Polly  will  gladly  pass  it  on  to  you,  with  the  author's  autograph,  provided 
he  is  literate.  So,  you  readers  of  snappy  stories,  take  notice.  Doubtless,  in  a  few  short  months,  if  this  mania  for 
new  features  continues,  Polly  will  become  the  American  family  magazine,  with  pages  for  everyone  from  Dad  to 
Baby,  and  of  interest  to  any  one  on  this  terrestrial  sphere  with  the  possible  exception  of  a  Northwestern  student. 
But  anyway,  turn  in  your  short  stories,  all  you  who  are  too  bashful  to  try  Scrawl,  and  in  case  they  are  low-minded 
enough  we  will  print  them,  and  even  take  the  responsibility  for  them  in  case  the  Dean  becomes  too  inquisitive. 
Down  with  Morality!  We  want  alluring  romances  for  our  College  Fiction  page! 
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■'DEAR,    I   TOLD   YOU  TO  SEND  THOSE   TROUSERS  TO  THE 
TAILOR." 

'T  KNOW,  BUT  THE  RENT  WAS  DUE  ANYWAY." 


MELLOW  DRAMA 

ACT  I 
Scene — Desert  Island  in  Exanston. 

{Enter  Prexy  Uff-Uff  as  chorus  girl  and  Dean  Strong 
Heart  as  a  bar-tender) 

Prexy:   Hi,  how's  the  old  sock^ 

Dean  Jimmy:   Darned  good,  Prex,  what's  the  dirt^ 

Prexy:  Oh  nothin'  much.  I  was  just  thinking, 
wouldn't  it  be  a  good  idea  to  abolish  exams  ^ 

Dean  Jimmy:  You  said  a  jugful.  I  was  thinking  the 
same  thing  m'self.  Give  the  poor  kids  a  chance  to  enjoy 
themseh'es  after  sla\ing  over  their  books  every  night 
for  six  months. 

Prexy  (executing  a  mean  Black  Bottom):  It's  a 
great  idea.  Studies  don't  mean  a  blamed  thing  anyhow, 
these  days. 

Dean  Jimmy  (soulfully) :   Ain't  it  the  truth,  brother? 

Prexy:   And  how! 

{Exeunt,  tripping  the  light  fantastic,  and  then  laughing 
as  it  falls  all  over  itself.) 

ACT  II 

Printer's  note:  The  linotyper  has  run  out  of  lines 
and  type.   What  shall  I  do? 

Editor's  note:  Oh  well,  leave  this  act  out,  it  wasn't 
any  good  anyhow. 

ACT  III 
Scene — Looking  through  a  telescope. 

{Enter  Dean  Richardson  as  Billy  Sunday.  Various 
profs,  disguised  as  ditch-diggers,  street-cleaners,  Rotari- 
ans,  etc.) 


l\IOlRHl^l\\VlE/TlEDI^  P'UCPILF  ipMBQJ 

Dean  Richardson:  We  have  been  too  hard  on  the 
students.  We  must  give  them  more  liberties  (applause), 
we  must  help  them  to  get  the  most  out  of  college.  More 
parties  and  less  studying  (loud  applause)  we  shall  en- 
courage petting  by  holding  contests  and  offering 
prizes  for  "The  most  prolonged  kiss,"  "Most  passionate 
embrace,"  "Most  inspired  lo\'e-making,"  etc.  (pro- 
longed applause) 

Voice:   How  about  drinking^ 

Dean  Richardson:  Let  us  have  more  and  stronger 
gin,  free  cocktails  in  the  Y's,  hot  orchestras  in  Harris, 
Fisk  and  U.  H.  And  if  for  any  reason,  the  students 
object  to  such  reforms,  we  shall  compel  them  to  submit ! 

{Amid  loud  and  prolonged  cheering,  the  curtain  falls — 

and  falls — and  falls — ).     ,,,    .  „     ^    n^/ 

^      Linis  —B.  A.  W. 

— «— 

So  yoLi  broke  up  with  another  girl.    What's 

The  Public  Ser\ice  Company  interfered. 

How  come' 

By  repairing  the  light  in  front  of  her  home. 


Davey : 
wTong  ? 
Wallie: 
Davey : 
Wallie: 


[  Continued  in  next  column  j 


You  may  not  have  heard  this  joke  before.  Or  then 
again,  you  may  have.  It's  a  pretty  old  joke,  and  never 
was  very  good  anyhow,  but  if  you've  read  this  far,  you 
ought  to  go  through  with  it.  It  seems  that  the  school 
teacher  (no,  not  that  one  that  was  arrested  for  forgery 
last  week)  the  school  teacher  was  giving  acrostics  to 
the  (that  reminds  me  of  the  joke  about  the  acoustics 
and  the  chem  lab.  Remember  it?)  Anyway,  she  was 
giving  acrostics  to  the  class,  and  said  "The  next  letter 
is  the  name  of  something  that  people  drink  at  most 
parties.    Can  anyone  tell  what  it  is?" 

So  little  Sammy,  who  sat  in  the  third  seat  (or  was 
it  the  fourth?  Oh  well,  it  doesn't  matter)  He  says,  "I 
know,  teacher,  gin!  " 

(You  see,  she  wanted  to  bring  out  the  answer  "tea," 
for  "T,"  but  the  poor  kid,  you  really  couldn't  blame 
him.    He  had  a  big  sister  at  Northwestern). 
-K— 

Oh!   These  women! 

I  love  'em! 

and  love  'em 

AND  love  'em ! 

And  when  I  quit  lovin'  'em. 

They  want  some  more  lovin' ; 

And  when  they  want  some  more  lovin' — 

OH!   These  WOMEN! 

I    LOVE   'EM  !  ! 

—  K- 

" Where  do  you  wash  out  here?" 

"In  the  spring." 

"I  said  where,  not  when." 

"Give  me  some  mustard  plaster,  young  man." 

"Yes'm.    Wanta  strip?" 

"Why,  how  dare  you !   I'll  put  it  on  when  I  get  home." 


Page  twenty-one 


^pRTy\V^:E/TlEDfNp'lJiDPILirp/yM)T 


JANUARY 
1927 


faith:  -being  all  good  women  and  true,  why  are  good  women  like  ivy?" 
hope:  'indeed,  sister,  tis  because  the  greater  the  ruin,  the  closer  the^'  cling.' 
faith:    ■granted:but  why,  then,  are  bad  women  like  ivy?" 
charity:  "eas'i',  easy!   the  closer  they  cling,  the  greater  the  ruin!" 
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THE  SAD  CASE  OF  DR.  SCATFIELD 

or  ONLY  A  COLLEGE  PROFESSOR 

Professor  Scatfield  slowly  entered  President  Dill's 
office,  placed  his  hat  carefully  on  a  chair,  and  sat  down 
on  it.  President  Dill  gazed  at  him  earnestly  over  his 
spectacles,  absently  picked  up  a  dust  cloth  from  a 
nearby  tab'e,  and  mopped  his  brow  with  it. 

"Dr.  Scatfield,"  he  began  gently,  "it  is  a  sorrowful 
duty  that  is  mine  today.  You  have,  in  the  past,  been 
known  far  and  wide  for  your  rigorous  adherence  to  the 
ancient  traditions  of  our  profession.  You  have  become 
recognized  over  the  campus,  and  as  far  south  as  Davis 
Street,  as  one  who  invariably  scratches  his  flannel  cakes 
and  pours  syrup  on  his  head.  Your  wife  has  often  laugh- 
ingly said  that  it  is  only  with  great  difficulty  that  she 
restrains  you  from  spitting  in  the  bathtub  and  jumping 
in  the  fire,  each  Saturday  night.  You  have  even  been 
known  to  come  to  class  with  your  handkerchief  tied 
around  your  neck,  and  blow  your  nose  on  your  collar 
and  tie.  In  short,  my  dear  Scatfield,  you  have,  at  most 
times,  been  a  model  college  professor." 

"But,"  and  here  Prexy  waxed  stern,  "of  late,  1 
have  been  grieved  to  learn  that  you  have  stumbled  by 
the  wayside,  that  you  have  been  lax  in  upholding  these 
customs.  You  have,  in  several  instances,  acted  in  a 
most  normal  manner;  abnormally  normal,  1  should 
judge,  Professor!" 

"Only  the  other  evening,  your  wife  reports,  you 
wound  the  clock  and  put  out  the  cat.  That  is  quite 
normal.  Day  before  yesterday,  while  at  lunch  with 
Dr.  Goofemall,  you  ate  your  spaghetti  and  tied  your 
shoestrings.  That  is  decidedly  commonplace  and 
ordinary.  Only  yesterday,  I  hear,  you  shaved  your  face 
and  put  the  mange  cure  on  the  dog.  That  is  remarkably 
sensible  and  sane.  Dr.  Scatfield,  I  am  sorry,  very,  very 
sorry,  but  I  suppose  you  know  where  my  duty  lies." 

"Quite  so,  Dr.  Dill,  quite  so,"  admitted  Dr.  Scatfield, 
with  a  wry  face.  "I  must  go,  of  course,  and  you  realize 
with  what  reluctance  I  leave  you  and  the  old  school, 
but  I  understand  your  position  in  the  matter,  and  can 
beg  no  leniency." 

With  a  bowed  head,  the  old  man  stumbled  to  his 
feet.  Dr.  Dill  blew  his  nose  violently,  and  meditatively 
wiped  his  spectacles  with  the  handkerchief. 

"Well,  Professor,"  he  said,  "the  best  of  luck  to  you!" 

Dr.  Scatfield,  looking  for  his  hat,  finally  located  it 
on  the  chair,  gazed  absently  at  it  for  a  second,  then 
spat  violently  in  it,  stooped  and  picked  up  the  brass 
cuspidor,  placed  in  jauntily  on  his  head,  and  ambled 
toward  the  door. 

"Good  day,  Dr.  Dill,  Good  day!"  he  called  briskly, 
and  started  out. 

Dr.  Dill  jumped  over  two  chairs  and  seized  him  by 
the  arm. 

"Tut,  Tut!  Professor,  Good  day,  nothing!  Go  on 
back  to  your  cfasses.    We  need  professors  of  your  type 

^'''■"  -G.G.C. 


REEL  EDUCATION 

Harold,  the  handsomest  hombre  in  college, 

Parted  his  paraffin  hair. 
He,  grand  past-master  of  feminine  knowledge, 

Scented  surprise  in  the  air. 

Dot,  aggravatin  est  mamma  at  large, 

Carmined  her  curvatured  lips. 
She,  sweet  jeune  fille  when  in  masculine  charge, 

Really  ivas  queen  of  the  "gyps." 

Harold,  heart-breakin  est  he-man  in  harness. 

Banked  on  his  bunk-laden  lines. 
Wheedling  the  weaknesses  common  to  ivonien 

Over  to  fit  his  designs. 

Dottie,  the  vanipirish  gold-digging  charmer, 

Flaunted  her  feminine  lure. 
Doing  her  darndest  to  expertly  garner 

Harold  for  her  paramour. 

Now  I'll  not  narrate  any  niore  of  this  mixture 
Since  sixteen  times  over  you've  seen  it: 

"Tis  only  the  plot  of  a  "campus-life"  picture 
As  cinema  magnates  would  screen  it. 


-F.  J.  M. 


■MV  TWIN-SISTER  EXPECTS  TO  MARRY  A  COLLEGE  FELLOW 
NEXT  MONTH." 
■'D-YOU?- 
"NO,  DELT." 
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COLLEGE  LIFE! 

(A  startling  and  fearless  expose  of  the  conditions  prevailing 

in  modern  colleges.  Chicago  papers  please  copy, 

this  is  hot  stuff!) 

COLLEGE  classes  are  scheduled  to  begin  at  eight 
in  the  morning.  The  janitor  usually  has  the  build- 
ings open  by  that  time  if  he  is  sober,  and  sometimes  a 
couple  of  profs  or  Phi  Beta  Kappa  students  absent- 
mindedly  attend  these  classes.  If  any  of  the  other  stu- 
dents have  gotten  in  from  parties  yet,  they  stagger  into 
the  class-room  in  evening  dress,  and  sleep  the  period 
out.  Once  in  a  while  a  prof  may  brazenly  attempt  to 
conduct  a  class. 

By  about  eleven,  school  begins  in  earnest.  As  each 
student  enters  the  room,  he  hangs  up  his  raccoon  coat, 
and  after  removing  his  flask,  the  prof  passes  out  glasses, 
and  all  set  to,  merrily.  Usually,  there  is  a  victrola  in 


BORED  OF  EDUCATION 

each  class-room,  or  in  the  lecture  halls  an  orchestra, 
and  dancing  is  indulged  in. 

Two  hours  is  allowed  for  lunch.  During  this  time, 
fraternity  and  sorority  houses,  filled  with  smoking, 
drinking,  swearing  students  engage  in  wild  gambling 
orgies.  Thousands  of  dollars  change  hands  at  every 
table.  After  lunch,  students  cut  all  classes,  and  carry 
on  their  activities.  These  activities  serve  no  other  pur- 
pose than  to  allow  the  coeds  and  men  a  place  to  get 
together  and  date  for  weeks  ahead. 

About  three  o'clock,  everyone  climbs  into  high-pow- 
ered roadsters,  and  races  out  to  the  neighboring  road- 
houses.  This  is  perfectly  legitimate,  since  the  profs 
usually  snag  a  date  and  come  along.  It  is  understood, 
rif  course,  that  the  college  man  has  a  change  of  ward- 
robe for  each  period  of  the  day,  all  of  his  clothes  being 
of  the  most  lavish  and  extreme  styles. 

Petting  parties,  started  in  the  morning  classes  are 
continued  through  the  day.  These  are  occasionally  in- 
terrupted by  such  common-place  occurrences  as  elope- 
ments. This  is  permissible,  however,  providing  the 
names,  addresses  and  estimated  dates  of  divorce  are 
listed  in  the  Dean's  office  if  the  students  have  time. 

On  the  way  home  in  the  afternoon,  the  students 
usually  start  a  riot  or  two,  at  which  time  several  police- 

[  Continued  on  fyage  thtrly-two  1 


ODD  STATISTICS 

There  is  enough  nicotine  in  the  average  cigar  to  kill 
32  rabbits.    (Fancy,  32  rabbits  smoking  one  cigar!) 

There  are  15,735,397  angle  worms  in  Illinois.  (Count 
'em  yourself,  then,  if  you  don't  believe  it.) 

There  are  6,482  cows  in  the  U.  S.  that  weigh  over 
346  pounds.  (Remember  these  figures.  They  may 
come  in  handy  when  you're  buying  a  steak  some  time.) 

There  are  1 3  girls  at  N.  U.  that  don't  pet.  (We  know, 
had  dates  with  every  damn  one  of  them  over  Christ- 
mas.) 

There  are  2,049  girls  at  N.  U.  (Go  ahead,  draw  your 
own  conclusions.) 

There  are  394  of  those  $43.50  poney  coats  on  campus. 
(Well  what  else  are  horses  good  for,  nowadays,  anyway? 

One  pint  of  gin  will  remove  the  varnish  from  12 
square  feet  of  fioor.  Good  God,  who  was  damfool 
enough  to  try  that?) 

— K  — 

Carl:  Jack's  a  tailor-made  man. 

Lill:   You  think  so? 

Carl:  Yes,  his  father  was  a  tailor. 


Nellie:   My  friend  has  a  checkered  career. 

Belle:   And  you  call  him  your  friend? 

Nellie:   Why  not?  He's  a  university  chess  champion. 


"Hey!  Can  you  make  by  me  yet  a  sentence  with 
aesthetic  in  it?' 

"Himmel,  esk  someting  hard.  Aesthetic  spected  to 
stump  me?" 


Colby:    I'm  the  ideal  campus  man — perfect  in  every 
way  but  one. 

Babe:   Oh,  you  lie. 

Colby:   Yes,  that's  my  one  fault. 


ARE  WE  ODD?     HELL,  YES 
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They  were  going  through  the  Art  Institute.  Presently 
they  came  to  a  halt  before  a  stately  sculpture. 

"That,"  he  said,  "is  a  statue  of  Francesca  da  Rimini, 
executed  by  Rodin." 

"The  wretch!   Was  he  hung  for  it?" 


IF— 

He  goes  around  the  campus  with  his  head  bowed 

He  has  a  wild  look  in  his  eye 

He  is  absent-minded  and  has  to  be  talked  to  several 
times  to  make  him  understand 

He  keeps  mumbling  and  repeating  things  to  himself 

He  glances  furtively  at  small  slips  of  every  few  min- 
utes, and  then  puts  them  back  in  his  pocket 

He  carries  a  pile  of  books  under  his  arm 

He's  not  "odd." — ! 

He's  getting  ready  for  his  finals! 


LOUISE 
"L"  is  for  life, 

Which  made  you  so  fair. 
"L"  is  for  light, 

Which  plays  in  your  hair. 
"L"  is  for  laughter 

That  shines  in  your  eyes. 
"L"  is  for  lips, 

So  free  from  all  lies. 
"L"  is  for  love 

That  is  lasting  and  true. 
("L"  is  for  line 

Which  I'm  handing  to  you. 


Bob:   Are  you  sea  sick!'    You're  pale. 
Boz:    Quick,  bring  it  here! 


Some  people  are  very  insistent  that  odd  numbers  are 

always  unlucky.    Not   always it    all    depends    on 

who's  rolling  'em! 


-P.  H. 


QU'  APPELLE 

How  could  he  have  betrayed  his  trust?  Such  an  act 
was  surely  nothing  short  of  treason.  To  be  sure,  it  was 
an  unwritten,  unspoken  promise — but  such  are  often 
the  most  binding.  He  had  virtually  given  his  word  of 
honor,  and  then — .  How  could  he  bear  the  disgrace, 
the  humiliation  of  it  alH  He  had  been  weighed,  and 
found  wariting;  he  had  tried — and  failed.  But  no! 
'Twas  even  worse,  for  he  had  not  really  tried.  He 
thought  of  the  future  before  him — how  his  infamy 
would  spread,  like  that  of  traitors  of  old  .... 
Judas  .  .  .  Aaron  Burr.  E.xplanations,  apologies, 
would  he  of  no  avail.  All  avenues  of  escape  were  closed. 
No  quarter  could  be  given,  and  none  asked.  The  only 
thing  he  could  do  now  was  to  face  the  music,  and  take 
it  like  a  man.  Slowly  he  raised  his  eyes  until  they 
rested  on  the  face  of  the  woman  before  him.  He  saw 
the  firm,  straight  line  of  her  set  lips.  He  saw  the  cruel 
laughter,  the  cold  fire  in  her  dark  eyes.  Seconds  seemed 
like  ages  as  he  searched  eagerly  for  some  small  sign  of 
mercy.  Eternity  itself  flashed  past  on  swiftest  wings. 
Suddenly  he  thought  he  saw  a  ray  of  hope !  The  least 
he  could  do  was  to  plead  his  cause  and  listen  to  his  fate. 
His  mind  was  made  up  now.  Soon  it  would  all  be  over, 
whatever  the  outcome.  His  voice  declared  his  penitence 
as  the  words  fell  softly  from  his  lips.  "I'm  sorry  .  .  . 
that  I  trumped  your  ace,"  he  said. 

And  then  as  he  listened,  like  a  shining  light  in  a 
dense  fog,  like  the  song  of  a  lark  from  a  summer  sky, 
like  a  distant  voice  in  a  dream,  the  answer  came  back 
gently,    "Razzberrahs!" 

And  they  lived  happily  together  ever  afterwards. 

Moral:  A  soft  answer  turneth  away  wraih. 


'SAY  DOC,  WILL  YOU  GIVE  ME  SOMETHING  FOR  M^i'  COLD? 
•NOT  A  CENT.    HAVE  ONE  OF  MY  OWN." 
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POLLY'S   PLAY   PAGE 


EDITOR'S  NOTE: — It  is  with  greatest  pleasure  thai 
Polly  presents  her  own  autographed  copy  of  the  portrait  of 
this  winsome  little  play-star.  We  asked  Miss  Cleveland 
what  excuse  she  could  furnish  us  for  placing  her  in  the 
odd  number,  and  she  broke  down  and  admitted  that  she 
always  has  coffee  in  bed  before  rising,  and  that  she  prefers 
ginger  ale  to  grenadine  for  mixture  with  drug-store  gin. 
We  were  somewhat  puzzled  and  asked  her  why  this  was 
odd.  She  then  advised  us  that  most  young  actorines  have 
coffee  on  the  bed  after  arising  and  that  they  usually  pre- 
fer to  drink  the  drug-store  poison  straight  and  use  dena- 
tured alky  as  a  chaser. 

As  a  parting  shot,  ive  wish  to  disclaim  all  responsibility 
for  the  following  two  or  three  hundred  lines. 

"THE  COCOANUTS" 

By  W.  E.  Gorman 
{Representing  "THE  COCOANUTS") 

Into  the  lives  of  all  of  us  some  rain  must  fall,  but  in 
the  life  of  Phyllis  Cleveland  of  Sam  H.  Harris'  musical 
comedy,  "The  Cocoanuts,"  coming  to  the  American 
Theatre  for  two  weeks  beginning  Sunday  December  2b, 
when  it  does  fall  it  is  merely  a  sunshower. 

Reading  the  biography  of  any  star  will  disclose  the 
fact  that  he  or  she  played  in  stock  for  a  great  many 
years;  then  came  to  New  York  seeking  employment. 
After  many  weeks  of  weary  searching  a  job  was  finally 
landed  as  an  understudy  or  a  chorus-man  (or  girl),  and 
the  long  period  of  toil  was  started.  It's  all  so  different 
from  what  they  expected.  It's  all  so  long  waiting  for  the 
big  chance.  And  Sometimes  Father  Time  is  in  the  wings 
and  rings  down  the  final  curtain  before  the  big  chance 
comes. 

Yet  the  story  of  Phyllis  Cleveland  is  a  direct  \iola- 
tion  of  the  best  rules  and  formulas  for  the  rise  of  a 
young  star. 

Born  in  Boston  she  played  stock  in  that  city  for  a 
short  time.   She  did  this  only  because  she  wanted  some 


Miss  CLEVELAND  AND  OTHER  NUTS 

preparation  for  the  opera  career  she  intended  to  follow. 
Then  one  day,  two  summers  ago,  when  she  was  a  little 
miss  of  nineteen,  she  came  to  New  York  to  visit  a 
friend  of  hers.    Together  they  called  at  several  thea- 


trical offices.  Her  friend  was  looking  for  a  position  and, 
at  the  same  time  wanted  to  show  Phyllis  the  town.  Into 
the  office  of  one  Edward  Royce  they  strayed.  Mr. 
Royce  was  casting  for  a  new  show,  namely,  "No,  No, 
Nanette."  Expert  showman  that  he  is,  he  became 
attracted  by  Miss  Cleveland.  He  not, only  suggested 
her  for  a  part,  but  he  tried  her  out.  To  make  a  short 
story  shorter,  when  the  original  "No,  No,  Nannette" 
opened  in  Chicago  it  was  Phyllis  Cleveland  who  had  the 
leading  role — that  of  Nanette.  She  had  skipped  the 
chorus,  the  heartaches,  the  long  walks  to  managers' 
offices,  and  the  other  misfortunes.  Her  first  role  was 
that  of  a  star  in  a  big  musical  show. 


SHOWING  Miss  CLEVELAND  IN  A  JClCE  HAWLE"!'  POSE.    MISS 

CLEVELAND  LAUGHINGLY   ADMITS   THAT   BATHS   ARE 

TAKEN  THUSL^'  IN  BOSTON,  BUT  DENIES  THAT 

SHE   IS  WONT  TO  ALLOW  PORTRAITS  TO 

BE  MADE  AT  SUCH  TIMES. 


Chicago  critics  ra\ed  about  her  looks,  her  \oice,  and 
her  natural  ability.  But  theatrical  men  are  a  peculiar 
lot  and  the  producer  of  the  show  was  skeptical  about 
opening  in  New  York  with  a  leading-woman  who  had 
never  played  any  other  part  before  ....  So  Miss 
Cleveland  left  the  stage  for  a  time,  and  continued  her 
opera  lessons.  Shortly  she  was  recalled  by  one  who  had 
seen  her  Chicago  performance,  and  engaged  for  the 
ingenue  part  in,  "The  City  Chap."  She  played  in  that 
show  until  it  closed  and  then  was  immediately  signed 
to  play  the  lead  in  John  Cort's  musical  "Suzanne." 

With  every  role  she  was  adding  more  laurel  to  her 
crown  of  fame. 

When  Mabel  Withee  left  "The  Cocoanuts,"  there 
was  much  talk  of  who  would  replace  her.  There  was 
only  one  logical  choice  as  everyone  now  agrees — Phyllis 
Cleveland.  This  young  lady  has  had  but  three  roles 
upon  the  stage  and  every  one  had  been  that  of  the  lead 
in  a  musical  comedy. 

Leaving  "No,  No,  Nanette"  Miss  Cleveland  may  have 
felt  sad,  but  into  the  lives  of  all  of  us  some  rain  must 
fall,  and  in  the  life  of  the  young  star  of  "The  Cocoa- 
nuts,"  one  can  readily  see  it  is  merely  a  sun-shower. 


Page  tiventy-seven 


\WN  IfDWll^DmUOJ 


JANUARY 

1927 


The  scene  was  in  the  interior  decorating  class  of  the 
school.  The  class,  composed  mostly  of  co-eds,  was 
busily  engaged  in  planning  the  decorations  and  placing 
of  various  articles  of  furniture  in  the  different  rooms. 
In  one  corner,  a  group  of  girls  occupied  in  furnishing  a 
bedroom,  seemed  to  be  having  a  little  argument.  Sud- 
den'y,  one  of  them  called  out  to  the  instructor,  "VIr. 
Jones,  how  far  apart  should  twin  beds  be?" 

"One  leap,"  answered  the  instructor  without  batting 
an  eyelash. 


She  w  as  looking  for  a  watch  for  him. 

"Something  in  a  thin  man's  watch  ^"  asked  the 
salesman. 

"I'm  afraid  it  wouldn't  do,"  she  answered,  "you  see, 
he's  really  quite  stout." 


Gin 
Ger 
Gin 


Slewski  has  quite  a  few  women  on  his  hands. 
What  is  he,  a  polygamist? 
Xo,  he's  the  tatooed  wonder. 


First  flea:   Where  have  you  been  lately,   I  haven't 
seen  you  around? 

Second  flea:   No,  I've  been  away. 
First  flea:  Where  were  you ^ 
Second  flea:   Oh,  on  a  little  tramp. 


-K— 


BLACK  DESPAIR 


"S  ODD 

Now  Gwendolyn  Guinevere  Genevieve  Gaw 

Is  as  pretty  a  coed  as  ever  we  saw. 

She  can  knock  'em  all  dead  without  batting  an  eye, 

Her  lips  are  like  rubies,  her  eyes  like  the  sky. 

At  every  big  hop,  she  is  always  the  belle. 

But  in  all  of  her  classes  she's  dumber'n  anything. 

So  when  finals  come  'round,  they  cause  her  no  fright. 

She  lays  'way  her  books  and  goes  out  every  night. 

Now  it's  not  a  pity  that  this  gorgeous  jewel 

Should  mufif  all  her  courses  and  flunk  out  of  school? 

But  the  world's  ways  are  strange  and  we  oft  make 

mistakes, 
For  if  you  should  seek  out  the  grades  that  she  makes. 
You  will  probably  find  some  four  B's  and  an  A, 
And  we  poor  plodding  males  can  but  wonder  and  say, 
"Well— it's  odd— 


Who  are  those  fellows  who  claim  they  never  have 
participated  in  athletics?  Haven't  they  ever  jumped 
at  conclusions;  hurdled  their  obstacles;  wrestled  with 
temptation;  run  a  risk;  thrown  a  fit;  hit  the  books; 
thrown  the  bull;  or  stretched  their  imagination? 


Advertising  man :  How's  this  advertisement  for  your 
new  book^  "The  best  story  between  two  covers." 

Author:  No,  no.  The  censors  would  call  that  sug- 
gestive.  They'd  never  pass  it. 

Advertising  man:  Then  what  about  this:  "A  very 
good  book?" 

Author:  "Good"  would  never  do.  The  public  would 
never  buy  it. 
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Oh,  would  the  winds  had  blown  the  day  we  met! 
Ah,  would  that  stormy  Boreas  had  let 
His  gales  upon  us,  cutting  merry  capers 
With  swirling  dust  and  flying  tattered  papers 
Up  and  down  the  street.   Oh,  that  the  blast 
Had  whipped  the  awnings  to  and  fro,  and  lashed 
Alike  the  saplings  and  your  fuUsome  skirt 
As  winds  will  do  when  of  a  bent  to  flirt — 
Then  I'd  been  spared  the  painful  episode 
Of  finding,  later  on,  your  legs  were  bowed ! 


"My  dear,"  said  the  loving  wife,  "the  doctor  says  I 
must  have  a  change  of  climate." 

"Well  cheer  up,"  replied  her  fond  spouse,  "Spring 
will  soon  be  here." 


He  didn't  like  his  new  boarding  house.  The  meals 
were  late.  The  steam  was  late  in  being  turned  on.  He 
never  got  his  mail  or  packages  on  time.  At  last  he 
expostulated  to  the  landlady.  "Say,"  he  demanded, 
"is  anything  in  this  house  on  time?" 

"Sure,  most  of  the  furniture." 


IT  ISNT  EVEN  ODD 

The  Student  Survey  of  the  College  of  Engineering 
recently  asked  Walter  Dill  Tennyson,  caretaker  of  the 
University  of  Hinsdale,  what  the  greatest  disappoint- 
ment in  his  life  was. 

"My  greatest  disappointment,'  'he  said,  "was  when 
my  wife  came  up  to  me  and  said,  'Walter  Dill  Tenny- 
son, I'm  going  to  commit  suicide'." 

"And  she  did!" 

"No,  she  didn't." 


Old  Mother  Hubbard 

Went  down  in  the  cellar 

To  get  her  poor  self  some  gin. 

When  she  got  there, 

The  cellar  was  bare, 

For  her  son  from  college  was  in. 


He  laughed  contempt  fully.  This  was  certainly  a 
scream — the  funniest  thing  he'd  seen  in  years.  It  was 
really  rich.  Again  he  broke  out  into  loud  peals  of  sneer- 
ing laughter.  The  more  he  looked,  really  the  funnier 
it  seemed.  If  only  some  of  the  gang  could  see  this.  He 
gave  full  vent  to  his  feelings  once  more,  and  shook  with 
mirth.  And  then  suddenly  he  turned  white  as  the  awful 
realization  dawned  upon  him. 

"My  God,"  he  thought,  dropping  the  picture.  "I  f 
I  had  lived  fifty  years  ago,  I  might  have  worn  them 
mvself!" 


WHHEEUUU!     IT'S  THE  END. 
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Tragedy 

A  Drama  of  Sin  on  the  Russian  Steppes 
Translated  from  the  Russian  by 
Waiard  Cridl,  'IS 
Character  ;; 
h'an  Schmierkase — De  Poppa. 
Olga  Schmierkase — De  Dotter. 
Rachel  Schmierkase — De  Momma. 
(A  dark  and  stormy  night  with  the  snow  coming  down 
in  buckets-full.    The  humble  little  cottage  where  dwell  the 
Schmierkase  is  in  the  foreground.) 

Act  I 

Poppa:  "Oy,  Oy,  Oy,  it  ees  by  de  clock  nine  thoity 
alrady,  our  leetle  Olga  hes  not  came  home." 

Momma :  "De  cleen  vite  tsnow  ess  peeyure — but  ees 
a  dirdy  night — I  hope  everything  ees  all  rite  by  mine 
leetle  Olga." 

Act  II 

Poppa:  (consulting  his  sun  dial) :  "Oy,  Gefult.  Tan 
hours,  hend  is  steel  oudt  our  leetle  voigin — I  feer  de 
voist." 

Momma:  "Vere  could  she  be  doing  a  nite  tike  dees. 
Ees  yoining  my  modda's  hart — but  harksky — hoofs  on 
de  steppes  I  heer." 

(Door  flings  open  in  a  flurry  of  snow.  Olga  trips 
clumsily  up  the  steppes.) 

Poppa  and  Momma  (in  unison):    "Olga!" 

Act  III 

Poppa  (suspiciously) :  "So  vere  you  been,  ha?" 

Olga:  "Oy,  so  you  should  know.  To  a  road  hus  vit 
Peter  Moustachavitch  I  vent — and,  oy,  Poppa,  ees 
terrible." 

Poppa:  "So  eet's  came  to  dees,  ha^  Mebbe  every- 
thing wasn't  rite  by  Hoyle^" 

Olga:  "Oy,  so  you  should  esk,  Poppa.  Ve  vent  in  a 
room  hend  he  orded  vodka,  hend,  oy.  Poppa,  I  kent 
go  on — " 

Poppa:   "So  vel?  Vat  vas?" 

Olga:  "Vel,  I  told  heem  I  vas  chust  a  good  Jewish 
goil — hend,  oy,  poppa,  I  couldn't  help  eet." 

Poppa:    "So  tell  me  queek?   Vat  vas?" 

Olga :  "Vel,  after  ve  got  in  de  room — oh,  Hell-a-vitch 
eet  vas  mine  own  fault — eets  terrible — I  know  I  done 
wrong— Poppa,  I— I— I  ETT  A  HEM  SAND- 
WICH !  !  " 

— Brown  ]ug 

He:   For  two  cents  I'd  kiss  you. 
She   Got  change  for  a  nickel? 

— Voo  Doo 


Elopement,  New  Style 

Eloping  Bride:    "Here's  a  telegram  from  father!" 
Bridegroom    (eagerly):    "What   does   the   old   chap 
say?" 

"Don't  come  home  and  all  will  be  forgiven." 

— London  Answers 

He  had  spoken  to  her  on  the  street  and  she  was  pro- 
perly insulted. 

"I  don't  know  you  from  Adam.  " 

"You  ought  to,"  he  retorted,  "I'm  dressed  differ- 
ently!" 

— Green  Gander 

Poet :   My  girl  said  this  last  poem  of  mine  caused  her 
heart  to  miss  a  beat! 

Editor:   Then  we  can't  use  it.    We  can't  print  any- 
thing that  will  interfere  with  our  circulation. 

— Tennessee  Mugwump 

"What  did  you  do  before  you  came  to  college?" 
"Counted  cattle  out  west." 

"How  did  you  manage  to  count  them  in  large  herds?" 
"Oh,  just  count  their  legs  and  divide  by  four." 

—Witt 


Rejceted    Suitor    (on   meeting   the   spurning    lady) 
"And  how  is  my  little  bird  today?" 

The  Girl  Friend:    "Still  mocking,  old  pal,  still  mock- 
ing." 

— Chanticleer 

"Just  fancy  Jim  refusing  to  marry  you.    Didn't  you 
tell  him  about  vour  rich  widowed  aunt^" 
"Yes." 

"And  didn't  that  make  any  difference?" 
"It  did.  Jim's  my  new  uncle." 

— Scream 

"It  ain't  giving  them  an  even  break." 

"What  ain't.'" 

"Giving  the  navy  control  of  the  Virgin  Island." 

— C.  C.  A'.  Y.  Mercury 

Country  Policeman  (at  scene  of  murder) :   You  can't 
come  in  here. 

Reporter:   But  V\q  been  sent  to  do  the  murder. 
"Well,  you're  too  late;  the  murder's  been  done." 

— Answers 
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Mothers  Day 


Halloween 
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The  store 
that  never  forgets  ! 

One  of  life's  haunting  shadows  is  forgetting  birthdays  and  anniversaries 
one  should  remember.  It's  such  a  distinct  pleasure  when  the  little  gift  is 
there  on  time! 

Trust  your  nearest  Whitman  agency  to  take  charge  of  this  small  but  im- 
portant detail  fcir  you.  The  store  tliat  sells  Whitman's  has  been  selected  for 
dependability.  Let  it  have  your  list  of  Whitman's  Chocolates  for  delivery, 
or  mailing,  to  the  proper  person  on  the  date  it  is  due. 

All  Whitman  agencies  take  advance  orders  for  candies  for  birthday 
gifts  and  anniversaries.  After  you  have  filed  your  order  you  may  forget  — 
but  the  store  won't. 

Whitman's  are  sold  in  picked  stores — usually  the  leading  drug  store  in 
every  locality  in  the  country  for  convenient  buying.  Every  such  store  gets 
fresh  stocks  at  frequent  intervals,  direct  from  Whitman's,  not  through  a 
jobber.  This  insures  careful  handling  of  fresh  and  perfect  candies. 
Whitman's  are  the  only  candies  sold  nationally  ly  this  plan. 

Whitman's  famous  candies  are  sold  by 

Broadway  Pharmacy  1815  Central  St . 
Burkett  Pharmacy  Co.  718  Church  St. 
Evanston  Pharmacy  601  Davis  St. 

Lyman  Drug  Co.  1900  Central  St. 

A  G  Frasei  600  Dempster  St. 

J.  V.  Lee  Drugstore  901  Chicago  Ave. 
Northwestern  Pharmacy  1713  Sherman 
Community  Pharmacy  1 1 00  Davis  St 
Sher-Main  Pharmacy  800  Main  Street 
Pohn  Brothers  1850  Sherman  A\c 

University  Pharmacy       821NoyesSt. 


Don  Voya9'e 


Gradu 


ation 


1  hanks 


In  buying  chocolates,  or  ordering  in  ad- 
vance, seek  the  store  that  shows  the  sign — 


'Northwestern 

University 

Package 


giving 


Week-Eri^ 
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The  Store  With 
The  Qampus  ^lAtmosphere 


Cheer  Up! 

There's  a  Fresh  Start  Coming 
oAfter  Sxams 

WITH   NEW 

BOOKS  AND 

SUPPLIES 


Qidiu31er*s 


HIE     YOURSELF 
TO  THE 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 

FOR  A  REALLY  GOOD  MEAL 
OF   YOUR   OWN   SELECTION 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

North  Shore 
Hotel 


THERE'S  A  BACHELOR  GIRL  .   .  . 

Continued  f  rom  page  eighteen  ] 

A  man  advertised  in  the  magazine  for  a  woman  with 
character.  She  answered  the  ad.  He  told  her  he  wanted  a 
woman  with  character,  not  caricature. 

She  took  a  correspondence  course  in  'how  to  become 
beautiful.'  They  gave  a  money  back  guaranty.  She 
got  her  money  back. 

Instead  of  a  stocking  at  Christmas  the  bachelor  girl 
hung  up  a  pair  of  sox. 

Last  year  she  told  Santa  Claus  she  wanted  a  man  very 
bad.  He  told  her  they  were  all  that  way.  How  many  did 
she  want? 

This  angered  her.  She  may  be  missed;  but  a  poly- 
gamist?  Never!  Poor  girl,  in  the  marriage  race  she  still 
has  to  make  her  first  lap. 


COLLEGE   LIFE! 

[  Continued  f rom  page  tiventy-Jour  ] 

men  are  shot,  and  buildings  burned.  After  supper,  the 
revelry  begins  in  earnest.  Each  fraternity  and  sorority 
bootlegger  backs  his  truck  up  to  the  front  door,  and 
unloads  the  house's  daily  supply  of  four  or  five  dozen 
cases  of  gin.  Flasks  having  been  replenished,  the  round 
of  cabarets  begins. 

As  the  night  wears  on,  more  and  more  dissolute  and 
abandoned  scenes  take  place.  Sometimes  the  students 
charter  special  trains  to  hold  their  pajama  dances  in 
or  again,  they  may  retire  to  the  magnificent  suites  of 
rooms  that  the  average  college  man  maintains  for  just 
such  purposes.  These  parties  ordinarily  last  for  several 
days,  with  fresh  recruits  filling  in  as  fast  as  the  less 
hardy  are  carried  out. 

At  the  end  of  the  second  or  third  day,  those  students 
still  alive  reel  back  to  their  classes  or  go  to  the  football 
games,  and  then  the  process  begins  all  over  again. 

— B.  A.  W. 


Now  it  forsook  her  after  she 
Had  given  birth  to  triplets  three. 

No,  it  was  not  her  husband,  dears, 
But  merely  her  virginity. 


Humor  Editor:  "T  racked  my  brain  for  hours  last 
night  trying  to  think  of  something  funny." 

Assistant:  "Why  didn't  you  save  time  and  energy 
by  looking  in  the  mirror^" 

— Mugwump 

A  man  in  the  hospital  for  mental  cases  sat  fishing 
over  the  flower  bed.  A  visitor,  wishing  to  be  affable, 
remarked:    "How  many  have  you  caught?" 

"You're  the  ninth,"  was  the  reply, 

— De  Pauiv  Daily 
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At  The  Bazaar 

Hang  On:   Honey,  do  you  like  kisses^ 
She:   Hey  now,  are  you  gettin'  familiar,  or  are  you 
selling  candy? 

— Panther 

"Look  at  that  couple — since  they've  married  they've 
actually  gotten  SHORTER." 

"Of  course — they  married  and  settled  down!" 

— Louisville  Satyr 

Polite  Frosh:    "'I'ou  know  you've  changed  since   I 

saw  you  last." 

Sweet  One:    "And  how!"   For  better  or  worse?" 
Polite  Frosh:    "My  dear,  you  could  only  change  for 

the  better." 

—Buzz 


Hiram :   Well  sir,  my  shotgun  let  out  a  roar  and  there 
lay  a  dead  wolf  ahead  of  us ! 

Bored  Boarder:   How  long  had  it  been  dead^ 

— Wesleyan  Wasp 

Nineteen-fifty  News  Item:  "Fraternity  debts  surpass 
those  of  World  War." 

— Octopus 

Hobo:    "Dis  must  be  a  collitch  town — they  ain't  a 
cigar  butt  on  de  street." 

— Wabash  Caveman 

John  had  taken  her  riding  in  his  new  Stutz,  and  just 
as  he  kissed  her  a  tire  blew  out. 

"Oo-o-oh,  Jack,  dear,  she  said,  "How  lucky  that  we 
didn't  stay  at  home.   Father  is  such  a  light  sleeper." 

— Middlebury  Blue  Baboon 

Gay:    "I   think  that  Tom's  girl   is  as  pretty  as  a 
picture." 

Lord:    "^'es,  but  what  a  frame." 

— Panther 

The  family  tree  isn't  worth  a  darn  unless  it  produces 
some  peaches. 

— Drexerd 

Solomon's   777th   Wife:    "Sol,    are   you    really   and 
truly  in  love  with  me^" 

Solomon:    "My  dear,  you  are  one  in  a  thousand.  " 
And  she  snuggled  closer. 

— Columbia  Jester 

"Lay   down,    pup;   lay   down!"    ordered    the   man. 
"Good  doggie — lay  down,  I  say." 

"You'll  have  to  say  'Lie  down'  mister,"  declared  a 
small  bystander.    "That's  a  Boston  terrier." 

— Voo  Doo 


^TTJlGHT  now  is  your  opportunity 
jI\  to  get  BOSTONIANS  at  a  sav- 
^ing  of  from  IS';^  to  40%. 

Every  shoe  in  our  stocks  reduced 
in  price. 


$4.85      $5.85      $6.85      .'«7.85      $i 
Style    Quality    Comfort 


.85 


H»  A*  Meyer 
Shoe   Co* 

55  E.Monroe  St.    79  W.  Randolph  St. 
103  S.  Wabash  Ave. 


You  Wouldn't  Paste 

a  beautiful  picture  on  the  wall,  so 
why  use  paste  in  an  album  to 
MOUNT  YOUR  KODAK  PICTURES 
In  all-attractive  albums  you  will 
find  prints  mounted  with 


'i!^rtCorners"[ 


They  make  an  artistic  frame  for 
each  picture  in  your  album  or  to 
stick  a  picture  on  your  wall. 
100  in  pkg.  for  10c.  At  your  store 
or  send  10c  for  100  and   samples. 

Engel  An  Corner  Mfg.  Co.  Depl.C.P.4711  N.  ClarkSl.    r 
Chicago,  111. 
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The  Collegiate 

Lightness,  comfort,  strength  and  firm- 
ness,these  are  the  qualitiesofthe  Aimer 
Coe  "Collegiate,"  an  ideal  spectacle 
for  work  and  study.  Your  lenses  can  be 
duplicated  in  this  or  in  any  one  of  the 
more  than  twenty  Aimer  Coe  styles. 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 

Scientific  Opticians 

1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orrmgu,:  „,   Church  Street 


— m^v — 

St  Wit\} 

FISCHER 
BROTHERS 

614-616  DEMPSTER  STREET 
Tel.  University  1746-1747 


Dead  Game  Sports 

Wife:  "I've  put  your  shirt  on  the  clothes-horse, 
Jim." 

Jim:    "What  odds  did  you  get?" 

— Sidney  Bulletin 

"Ugh!  Another  of  these  'modern  art'  atrocities,  I 
presume?" 

"No,  madam,  that  is  a  mirror!" 

— Goblin 

"Speaking  of  old  families,  "  said  the  aristocrat  of  the 
party,  "one  of  my  ancestors  was  present  at  the  signing 
of  Magna  Charta.  " 

"And  one  of  mine,"  said  little  Ikey,  who  was  one  of 
the  push,  "vos  present  at  the  signing  of  the  Ten  Com- 
mandments." „  ,        , 

— Selected 

I  never  sausage  eyes  as  thine 
And  if  you'll  butcher  hand  in  mine, 
And  liver  'round  me  every  day. 
We'll  seek  some  ham-let  far  away; 
We'll  meet  life's  frown  with  love's  caress 
And  cleaver  road  to  happiness' 

— Awgwan 

He:  "You  have  a  wonderful  form,  dear." 
She:  "Must  you  go  over  all  that  again^" 

— Annapolis  Log. 

Frosh — (Rushing  into  Library) ;  Quick,  I  want 
Caesar's  Life. 

Librarian:  Sorry,  but  Brutus  beat  you  to  it. 

—Lyre 

"Do  you  think  that  plastic  surgery  would  improve 
my  features?  " 
"No." 

"Then  what  would  you  suggest^  " 
"Blasting." 

— Punch  Bowl 

Poppa:  "So  you  \\ouId  like  to  be  my  son-in-law?" 
Fellow:  "No  1  don't,  but  if  1  marry  your  daughter 
1  can't  help  it." 

— Outlaw 

Doctor:    "It's  a  boy,  professor." 
The  A.  M.  Prof:    "What  is^" 

— Hamilton  Royal  Gaboon 

Comparison:  No  more  conscience  than  a  rushing 
chairman. 

— Siren 

Doc:  "Do  you  sleep  on  the  flat  of  your  back?" 
Patient:   "No,  the  back  of  my  flat." 

— California  Pelican 
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A  sermon 
in  stones 


Page  thirty-five 


CECIL  RHODES,  the  diamond  king, 
had  a  real  idea  which  he  passed  on 
to  diamonds  in  the  rough. 

"Be  well-rounded  men,  broad  in  your 
sympathies,"  he  said,  and  he  made  this  the 
basis  for  selection  of  Rhodes  scholars. 

Surely  there's  a  lesson  for  every  man — 
graduates  alike  in  arts,  in  pure  science  or 
in  applied  science — to  balance  the  student 
in  liim  with  the  athlete,  the  individualist 
with  the  man  of  sociability,  the  specialist 
with  the  "citizen  of  the  world." 

For  Rhodes'  idea  was  no  theory.  It  is 
shared  by  hard-headed  business  men  today. 


tBt€tti  Emctfic  C0mpan\ 

Makers  of  the  Nadon's  Telephones 

Number  64  of  a  Series 
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College 

gentlemen 

prefer 

PA. 


BLOND  gentlemen  and  dark-haired  gentlemen, 
diffident*  freshmen  and  august  seniors  .  .  . 
Prince  Albert  is  the  overwhelming  campus- 
favorite  of  every  type  and  every  pipe.  (Yes, 
the  pipes  do  have  a  voice  in  the  matter.  They 
can  act  in  a  docile,  friendly  manner  or  they  can 
be  mean.    It  depends  on  what  you  feed  them.) 

Open  a  tidy  red  tin  of  good  old  P.  A.  That 
first  fragrant  whiff  will  tell  you  why  gentlemen 
prefer  Prince  Albert.  Tuck  a  load  into  the  bowl 
of  your  pipe  and  light  up.  Fragrance  and  taste 
alone  are  enough  to  win  you. 

But  P.  A.  doesn't  stop  there.  It  is  cool- 
smoking.  It  is  mild  as  Maytime,  yet  it  has 
plenty  of  body.  It  is  kind  to  your  tongue  and 
throat.  You  can  hit  it  up  all  you  like  and  it 
never  hits  back.  Try  a  tin  of  P.  A.  You'll 
certainly  prefer  it  after  that. 


p.  A.  If  sold  everywhere  in 
tidy  red  tins,  pound  and  half- 
pound  tin  humidors,  and 
pound  crystal-glass  humidors 
with  sponge-moistener  top. 
And  always  with  every  bit 
of  bite  and  parch  removed  by 
the  Prince  Albert   process. 


*Not  too  diffident. 


Fringe  albert 

— no   other   tobacco   is   like  it! 


©  1927,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco 
Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 
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Modem  Dolly 

Visitor:   Does  your  new  doll  say  "mama"  when  you 
squeeze  her? 

Sophisticated   Sally:   Not   much.     She   says,    "Yoli 
wonderful  man!" 

— Punch  Boul 

"I  guess  I've  lost  another  pupil,"  said  the  professor 
as  his  glass  eye  rolled  down  the  kitchen  sink. 

—  Wash.  Cougar's  Paw 


Dear  Doctor :    "I  am  a  garbage  man  and  am  bothered 

with  halitosis.    What  shall  I  do^"    „  n    i  i  ■  , 

Caesar  Rubbish. 

Dear  Julius:    "Turn  your  head  so  you  can't  smell 

your  breath.  " 

—  Whirlivind 

Don't  take  a  back  seat  for  anybody,  except  when 
you're  in  a  car,  then  take  it  with  somebody. 

— Orange  Oivl 

Old  Greek:  Well,  bud,  how  did  you  find  the  initia- 
tion? 

New  Greek:  Didn't  have  to  find  it.  I  just  stooped 
over,  and  there  it  was! 

— Octopus 

"Oi,  oi,  dose  pants  fit  beautiful,  aint  it'" 
"Yes,  but  a  triile  tight  under  the  arms,  don't  you 
think;*  ' 

— Brown  Jug 

Irene:  "Is  it  my  head  on  your  breast  that  thrills 
you'" 
Jack:  "No,  I'm  sitting  on  an  ant  hill.  " 

—Froth 

The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck. 

Beside  his  sister  MoUie; 
Not  only  was  it  hot  to  him, 

But  also  hot  tamale. 

One  Sunday  two  lovers  went  to  church.  When  the 
collection  was  being  taken  up  the  young  man  explored 
his  pockets,  and  finding  nothing,  whispered  to  his 
sweetheart:  "I  haven't  a  cent:  I  changed  my  pants.  " 

Meanwhile  the  young  girl  had  been  searching  her 
bag  and  finding  nothing,  blushed  a  rosy  red  and  said 
"I'm  in  the  same  predicament.  " 

— Bison 

Passenger  (formerly  telephone  girl) — "Porter,  why 
didn't  you  call  me  as  I  told  you^" 

Sleeping-Car  Porter — "Ah  did,  lady.  Ah  sho'  did. 
^h  sade,  "Seben-thirty,  ma'am,"  and  you  sade,  'Line  s 
busy.'" 

— New  Haven  Register 
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By   llie  Author 
of    "Gliller"' 


By  Katharine  Brush 

What  arc  the  thiiijis  those  aniaziii^i  yoiiiijr  jm'o- 
|>lc  <!<»?  Are  they  only  indiserelioii.s — only  little 
sins  that  delifihl?  Or  ha\e  they  shocked  even 
the  younj;;  j)eoi)!e  theinselvcs "? 

The  January  issue  hefiins  the  story  of  two  girls, 
both  |)ro(liiets  of  this  very  sophistieated  age, 
«)ne  of  I  hem  a  «'aharel  girl  anti  the  other  a  soci- 
ety ilarling      .      .      .      both  wanted  love. 

Katharine  Brush  has  caught  all  of  the  realities 
of  life  and  translated  them  in  terms  that  appeal 
to  young  jieople.  This,  ln>r  second  novel,  has 
both  lightness  of  loucli  and  honest  drama. 


G)ll^eHumOr 

cAt  cAll  '^ews-stands,  the  First  of  6very  ^onth 
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How  Is  Your  Clothes  Line? 


Every  Issue  Contains 


Theatres :  Stars  in  tl 
ascendant,  comedy 
its  glory.    The  seast 

Special  photographs 

Night  Life:  Whatever 

is  new  among  the 
who  regard  the  da 
someth" 


hy. 


Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 


photographs — 


refinements.  How  to 
get  that  last  trick.  Fos- 
ter writing. 

Fashions:  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
self-respecting      to      be 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per- 
sonalities and  notori- 
eties. Cririques.  Pho- 
tographs. 

Art:  New  schools  and 
how  to  rate  them. 
Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  it.  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 

Sports:  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  ama- 
teur and  professional ; 
turf  and  track.  By 
those  who  lead  the  field. 

Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.      Lions    photo- 


Motor     Cars:     Speed, 

safety,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope and  America.    Sa- 


World     Affairs:     The 

field  of  politics,  foreign 

sketches     of     pilots     of 
various  Ships  of  State. 


DO   YOU   know   what   is   currently 
worn  by  well-turned-out  men  in 
your  own  college  and  elsewhere? 

Are  you  wax  in  the  hands  of  your  tailor, 
or  can  you  tell  him  a  few  things  to  keep 
him  respectfully  consultant? 

Vanity  Fair  reports  for  you  the  sounder 
and  more  conservative  fashions.  Has 
London  correspondents.  Shows  the  best 
from  New  York  haberdashers.  Takes 
particular  note  of  college  preferences. 
Is  really  worth  reading. 


Vanity  Fair  Keeps  You 
Well  Informed 


VANITY  FAIR  maintains 
offices  in  the  intellectual 
centres  of  the  Old  World — 
Paris,  Vienna,  London — and 
follows  modern  thought  in  half 
a  dozen  languages. 

It  is  on  friendly  terms  with  all 
the  celebrities  and  notorieties  of 
America.  Its  exclusive  features 
and  special  portraits  taken  in  its 
own  studio  are  famous.  It 
places  for  you,  with  sure  au- 
thority, the  status  of  every  new 
movement,  and  enables  you  to 


have  a  well-rounded  point  of 
view  about  everything  most  dis- 
cussed in  social  and  artistic  cir- 
cles here  and  abroad. 

No  other  magazine  is  like  it. 
Several  excellent  journals  cover 
a  single  art,  a  single  sport,  ex- 
haustively for  the  professional 
or  the  enthusiast. 

But  only  Vanity  Fair  gives  you 
— briefly,    regularly,     easily — 
fresh  intelligence  of  wk^  y 
ever  is  new  in  the  world    /'^ 
of  the  mind,  / 


Special  Offer 

6  Issues  of  Vanity  Fair  $1  / 


/Sign,  tear  off  and  mail  the  coupon  now!  y^A,^^< 


^^^ 


„x.<^* 


I'^vi 


\*.^ 
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J.  D.  TOLOFF 

Official  Thotographer 
for   "The  Syllabus" 

A  Toloff  Special  Photograph 
Fop  $5.00 
Makes  A  Beautiful  Gift 
STUDIO  518 

Davis  Street 

Univ.  2178 


Do  Mot  Foi-££t 
th£  Time  Limit 
on  Junior  and 
Organization 
Pictures 


tUaffleJ&rill 


qA 

nnouncing  the 
OPENING 

616 

of    our    new 

Church 

addition 

Street 

suitable 

EVANSTON, 

for     private 

ILLINOIS 

dinners     or 

afternoon 

teas 

A  Favorite  Meeting  Place  for 
Students  Luncheons 


Tact 


Hostess  (to  gentleman  standing  alone) :  "Don't  you 
want  me  to  find  you  a  partner"?" 

"Thank  you,  madam,  hut  I'm  afraid  the  other  waiters 
will  be  jealous.  " 

—Pitt  Panther 

Stude  (writing):  "I  would  write  more,  sweetheart, 
but  my  roommate  is  reading  every  word  over  my 
shoulder." 

Roommate:    "You're  a  dirty  liar." 

— Whirlivind 


She:  Who  was  that  wreck  I  saw  you  with  last 
evening^ 

He:  That  wasn't  a  wreck;  that  was  an  accident.  I 
ran  into  her. 

On  Telegraph  Avenue 

First  drunk  (meeting  friend) :  Shay  Bill,  where 
sha  goin'. 

Second  drunk:    Don't  tell  me — lemme  guess. 

— Gargoyle 

Hali:    "I  hear  that  over  in  China  a  host  shot  his 
guest  in  an  argument  concerning  the  host's  wife." 
Tosis:    "Pekin?" 
Hali:    "Yup,  that's  what  he  shot  him  for." 

— Sun  Dial 

Right  after  their  marriage  the  gold  fish  took  his 
bride  for  a  trip  around  the  globe, 

—Whiz  Bang 

"Is  it  proper  to  use  opera  glasses  at  the  musical 
comedy^" 

"It  isn't  proper,  but  it  usually  shows  good  form." 

— Widow 

Well,"  said  the  flapper,  after  the  preacher  had  tied 
the  knot,  "now  I  can  throw  away  my  road  map  and 
roller  skates." 

—Widow 
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Freshie:    "What's  your  name?" 
Hefty:    "  I  don't  know." 
Freshie:    "Why  don't  you  know?" 
Hefty:    "  I  ain't  myself  just  now." 


-Masquerader 


'Wa'cha  doin?" 
'Vlakin'  up  jokes." 
'Workin'  for  some  magazine?" 
'Naw — in  a  beauty  parlor.' 

— Univ.  of  Washington  Columns 


1    SAW    IT    IN    THE    PURPLE    PARROT 
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Your  Tuxedo 

Should  he  carefully 
selected 

OUR  ORGANIZATION 
OF  UNIVERSITY  MEN 
WILL  ADVISE  YOU  ON 
JUST  WHAT  TO  WEAR 
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Rexford  &  Kelder 

Largest  University  Clothiers  in  the  West 

25  Jackson  Blvd.  East 

Seventh        Floor 

CHICAGO 
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Collars 

ARE  STYLED  FOR  WEAR  BY 
MEN  WHO  APPRECIATE  SMART- 
NESS IN  EVERY  ITEM  OF  DRESS 

GLUETT,  PEABODY  6=  CO..  INC. 


